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viii Memoir of Thomas Dekker. 

muft have enjoyed when compofing fome of the 
choiccft of the long fcries of dramas which con- 
stitute his chief title to fame. 

That he was born in the metropolis we may 
infer from a profe tract of his own,(i) where, 
apoftrophifing London, he fays, — " O, thou beau- 
tifulleft daughter of the two united Monarchies I 
from thy womb received I my being ; from thy 
brefts my nourifhment" The exaft date of his 
birth is uncertain ; in a tract dated February, 
1637, he fpeaks of "my three-fcore years," (2) 
but the expreflion is a vague one, and may mean 
any age from fixty on towards feventy. Indeed, 
in the (unique) tract entitled "Warres, Warres, 
Wanes," of date almoft ten years earlier (1628), 
Dekker had already fpoken of himfelf as an old 
; (3) and in the Dedication to his Tragi- 



1 7H* Snteit&sdly Simtes of London (1606). The paf- 
fage cited will be found not far from the clofe of " The 
Induction to the Booke." 

2 Englijk Villctnies Seven Several! Tinas Pre// to 
Death. In his Dedication of this traifl to the Middlefex 
juilices of the Peace, he fays :— " I preach without a Pul- 
pit : this is no Sermon, but an Epiflle Dedicatory, which 

s thefe Difcoveries, and my three/core yeares de- 
votedly yours in my befl fervice." 

3 " For my heart danceth fprightly, when I fee 
(Old as lam) our Englifh gallantry." 
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Comedy, called Match mee in London {1631), to 
Lodowick Cartel), he pathetically fays : " I haue 
beene a Prieft in Apollo's Temple, many yeares, 
my voyce is decaying with my Age, yet yours 
being cleare and aboue mine, (hall much honour 
mee, if you but liflen to my old Tunes." (4) This 
is hardly the language of a man who has only 
juft paffed his fiftieth year ; though Dekker, with 
fuch a weight of forrow, if not of years, on 
his fhoulders, might well feel old before his 
time. (5) 



4 Vol. IV., p. 133. 

5 It is curious to compare with the above lament the 
expreflion of a fimilar one written at the age of fifty-five 

|.) by our greateft living poet : — 



1 



"A Dedication. 
Dear, near and true — no truer Time himfclf 
Can prove you, though he make you evermore 
Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of life 
Shoots to the fall — take this and pray that he 
Who wrote it, honouring yourfweet faith in him, 
May truft himfelf, and after praife and fcorn, 
As one who feels the immeafurabte world, 
Attain the wife indifference of the wife ; 
And after Autumn |>afl — if left to pafs 
His autumn into fecming leaflets days, 
Draw toward the long froft and longed night, 
Wearing his wifdom lightly, like the fruit 
Which in our winter woodland looks a flower," 
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Another rcafon for fixing the date of his birth 
fomewhat earlier than the " three-fcore years " 
of 1637 would fecm to imply, is that his earlieft 
acknowledged publication (6) had already ap- 
peared in 1600, and that we hear of him in 
Henflowe's Diary as a writer for the theatre as 
early as 1597. (7) We may fafely affume him to 
have been born, therefore, fomewhere in the 
fecond decade of Elizabeth's reign ; not earlier 
probably than 1570, and certainly not later than 

»577- 

We learn from the regifters of St. Saviour's, 
Southwark, that the perfon who probably was 
Dekkcr's father, was buried there in 1594; and 
from the regifters of St. Giles, Cripplegate 
(where Henflowe's and Alleyn's theatre, the 
Fortune, for which Dekker wrote, was fituated), 
that Thomas Dycker, gent, had a daughter 
Dorcas chriftcned there on 27th Oct, 1594, and 
that Thomas Decker, yeoman, had a daughter 



6 The Comcdie of Old Fortunaius. 

7 "Lent unto Thomas Dowton, the 8 of Jcnewary 1597, 
twenty fhillinges, to by a booke of Mr. Dickers. xx s .™ 
Diary of Philip Henflowe, From 1591 to 1609. 

from the Original Manufcript preferved at Dulwich 
College, London : Printed for the Shakefpeare Society, 
1845. 
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Anne chriftened there on 14th Oct, 1602. 
Neither of thefc might be our poet, and it was 
not ufual to defignate an author "yeoman." 
Thomas Dekker had a daughter Elizabeth buried 
there in 1598, and a fon of Thomas Dekker was 
buried at St Botolph's, Bifbopsgate, on 19th 
April in the fame year. The widow of old 
Thomas Dekker, who died in 1594, was living 
in Maid Lane, Southwark, near the Globe 
Theatre, in 1596.(7) 

We have faid that Dekker began to write for -"' 
the ftage as early as 1597. His firft attempts, 
however, in moft of which he feems to have been 
affociated with others, have not been pre- 
ferved. (8) 

IO i.'i .!.'- /.v."/-. /■;': ical Account vf Early Englijh 
'.ttrature (Lond. 1865), L, 195. 
8 Henflowe records payments to Dekker and Chettle 
n eamefte of their boocke called Troyellcs and cref- 
Ctda," on the 7th and 16th April, 1599. On the 2nd May, 
1599, a payment of five millings was made to Dekker " in 
earnefle of a Boocke called oreftes fures,"a play in which 
he does not appear to have had any coadjutor. In May, 
1599, there are two payments to Dekker and Chettie for 
t'the tragedie of Agamemnone." In July and'Auguft, 
1599, he is mentioned in connexion with a play called the 
"(lepmothers tragedy," and on lit Augufl, 1599, he re- 
ceives forty millings " for a booke called beare a braine." 
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His two earlieft extant dramatic produ£lii 
7 lie Shomaker's Holiday and Tlie Comcdie 
Old Fortunatus — the firft anonymous (9) 



ons, 



s 



In September, 1599, various payments are made to 
Dekker, Jo nfon, and Chettlc, and "another gentleman,' 
on account of a play called " Robert the fecond, Kinge of 
Scottes tragedie." 

In January, 1599 — 1600, Dekker receives a payment 
a play called Truth's Supplication to Candlelight 
following month payments are made to Dekker, Ha 
ton, and Daye, for the The Spanilh Moor's Tragedy [by 
fome fuppofed to be identical with the play entitled LuJPs 
Dominion, Firft printed in 1657, and afcribed to Marlowe]. 
■ In March, 1599— 1600, Chettle, Dekker, Haughton, and 
Daye, received payment for a play called The Seven Wife 
Mailers. All thefc pieces appear to have remained in 
manufcript, and to have pcrilhed. 

9 The abfurdity of attributing this play to Barten Holi- 
day (as in the Library Catalogue of the Britilh Mufeum, 
in Lowndes, and clfcwhcre) mull furely have arifen from 
fome blundering binder having lettered one of the later 
editions " The Shoemakers." — Holiday. The date of 
the firft edition alone mould have prevented the perpetua- 
tion of fuch a piece of futility. Barten Holiday was bom 
in 1 593? and muft have been, indeed, an infant prodigy 
to have produced fuch a play as The Shoemaker's 
Holiday at the age of feven. Dekker's authorftup of 
this play is corroborated by the following entry in Hen- 
Howe's Diary : — " Lent unto Samewell Rowley and 
Thomas Dowton, the 15 of Julye, IS99> t° bye a Boockeof 
Thomas Dickers, called the gentle Craft the fome of ii]'." 
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the fecond figned with his name at the end (10) 
— were publifhed in 1600. With a fingle excep- 
tion, to be mentioned prcfcntly, he probably never - 
furpaffed thefe earlier works, either in the lighter 
orthe graver ft rain, The Shoemaker 's Holiday, both 
in the fcenes of wild fun and buffoonery, and in 
the tender love-ftory that runs through it like a 
filver thread, has all the charm of a Waverley 
novel, and polTeffes the very higheft intereft as 
an hiftorical picture of manners. Simon Eyre is 
inimitable : there is no better type of jovial hon- 
eft merriment in the whole range of Englifh 
literature. He is as original and well-fuftained 
a character as Falftaff himfelf. Of the Come- 
die of Old Fortimatus, Hazlitt might well fay 
that it has " the idle garrulity of age, with the 
frefhnefs and gaiety of youth ftill upon its cheek 
and in its heart." The Jongs in thefe two pieces 
are exquifitely beautiful, and the Prologues to 

10 Tho. Dekker.—ltie name is thus fpelt in all the ex- 
ifting autograph fignatures of the poet, and (we believe 
without exception) in all the original editions of thofe 
pieces of which he was the fole author. To this form we 
have ourfelves uniformly adhered. By his contemporaries, 
by his publilhers, and by his critics and annotators, the 
name of Dckker has been fpelt' with almoil as many varia- 
tions as that of his iOuflrious contemporary Shakefpeare ; 
— e.g., Decker, Deckers, Dickers, Ddcker, Deker, Dek- 
kers, Deckar, Dekkar, fitc. 
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both contain fome pleafant flattery of Queen ] 
zabeth, before whom they were performed. 

The Comedie of Old Fortunatus received a 
German drefs in the prefent century. The tranf- 
lator. Dr. Schmidt, makes the following obferv 
tions on its ftyle and verification :- 

" In Beziehung auf die Sprache will ich our an Eins 
erinncrn. Es id dies der Gebrauch des Reims, des reim- 
lofen Iambus und der Profa. Wie in den edlcrcn Naturen 
Einficht und hdhercs Gefuhl beftandig die Obeihand 
haben, fo fchlaft in den gemeinem daffelbe in femfler 
Tiefe, und giebt kein Zcichen. Aber wenn von auficn die 
Stimme des HochRcn donnert in pliitzlich iiberrafchendem 
Segen oder Vcrderbcn, da enlbrennt auch be: diefen der 
gottliche Funken, und hricht hervor mit ungcahndeter 
Kraft, in treffendem Wort. So finden wir bei Shakfpeare 
und Decker den Reim als Orgaji jencr hochflen Lcbenf- 
blitze, die reimlofen Iamben fiir alle anderen unendlich 
mannigfachen Gemulhfzuftiindc, bis zu dem gewohnlichen 
gleichgitltigen hinab, wo der Menfeh lich gehn lafTt, da 
trftt die Profa rin, und ill recht eigenttich zu Haufe in den 
fcherzbaften MaiTen. Denn die in demfelben abge- 
fpiegeltc Kehrfeite des Lebens kann nur erfreulich und 
bedeutend fein, wenn unbewusft dahinter wie im Traume 
der Emft als Folie liegt, und nicht hervortritt mit feinem 
gewichtigen. ^e mi- (If nun Wort. Diefcs fo natiirliche Ver- 
haltnifs zwifchen der Sprache und dem Wcfen des Dinges 
hat gewifs auch feinen Theil an dem unergriindlichen 
Wohlgefallen, mit welchem wir die Shakfpearcfchen Er- 
zcugnifle geniclTeii. In unferm Drama fpricht der nichtige 
Schatte nur den cinzigen Vers 

' Doch Herr, dafs es nicht ende jammerlich !' 
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In dem Augenblick id er (ohne es zu wiffen) und daran zu 
glauben, wirklicher Profet, wie Lichtenberg verfichert, 
daft der gewohnlichile Menfch wenigflens drei Mai im 
Jahr einen genialen Augenblick habe. Fortuna, Tugend, 
Lafter, Ampedo, Orleans, dagegen kommen in ihrer Feier- 
lich keit niemals heraus aus den kiinftlich gemeflenen 
Worten."(u) 

His next publifhed play was Satiro-maftix, or 
Tfie vntruffing of the Humorous Poet. As a per- 
fonal fat ire of confiderable pungency directed 
againft the fuppofed arrogant pretentions of Ben 
Jonfon, it feems to have enjoyed great popularity. 
In reading it now, more than two centuries after 
the grave has clofed over both the combatants, 
it is impoffible to fupprefs a feeling of forrowful 
wonder that two men fo gifted fhould have 
proftituted their genius to the expreffion of fuch 
narrow jealoufies and hatreds. 

II Fortunattts mid feine Holme, cine Zauber-Tragodt'e 
lion Thomas Decker. Aufgefuhrt im faitr 1600 vor der 
Konigin Elifabeth. Aus dem Englifchen von Dr. Fr. 
Wilh. Val. Schmidt, &c. Mil einem Anhang "ahnlicher 
Marchen die/es Kreifes, uttd einer Abhandlung nber die 
GtfcteskU von Fortunattts. Berlin, 1819. A German 
edition (Englifh text) of The Shoemaker's Holiday ap- 
peared a few years ago, with fome interefting notes. The 
title is as follows :— " The Shoemaker's Holiday, or The 
Gentle Craft. Nach einem Drucke aus dem Jahre 1618 
neu heraufgegeben von Hermann Fritfche Lehrtr am 
Gymnafium zu Thorn, i86z." Pp. 67. 
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" Ah God ! the petty fools of rhyme 

That (hriek and fweat in pigmy wars 
Before the ftony face of Time, 

.And look'd at by the filent ftars : 
That ftrain to make an inch of room 

For their fweet felves, ajid cannot hear 
The fullen Lethe rolling doom 

On them and theirs and ail things here." 

That Dekker received provocation no one v 
deny. Unworthy perfonalities had been direftet 
againft him by his brother poet and former c 
laboratory 1 2} The Poeiaflcr had been flung lik 
a fire-brand among the wits and witlings, i 
the poets and the fmaller fry who only afpired 
to that name. Dekker was chofen as the cham- 
pion of all thefe, and acquitted himfelf of the 



12 " On p. 155 of ' Henflowe's Diary,' occurs the fol- 
lowing entry : — 

' Lent unto W m Borne, alles birde, the 10 of 
1529, to lend unto Bengemyne Johnfone, and thoi 
Dekkers, in earnefle of [her booke they are writtinge, called 
pagge of plimothe, the fome jooES*. 1 

This tragedy was founded upon an event of compara- 
tively recent occurrence. The play has been loft, but the 
ftory has come down to us. The event happened in 
February, 1591, and it appears that Ben Jonfon and 
Dekker had finifhed their tragedy in September, 
when the laft payment of £6 was made to them."— Sfa 
f peart Society s Papers, voL II. (1845), p. 79. 
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office in a moft effective manner. The elder 
Difraeli in his Quarrels of Authors has given the 
following account of the bufinefs, which we quote 
as containing fome juft and careful criticifm : 

"This quarrel is a fplendid inflance how genius of the 
firft order, lavilhing its fatirical powers on a number of 
contemporaries, may difcover among the crowd, fame 
individual who may return with a right aim the weapon 
he has himfelf ufed, and who will not want far encourage- 
ment to attack the common affailam : the greater genius 
is thus mortified by a victory conceded to the inferior, 
which he himfelf had taught the meaner one to obtain over 

One of the ' fcreaming gralThoppers held by the wings,' 
boldly turned on the holder with a [corpion's bite ; and 
Dekker, who had been lalhed in The Poelufler, produced 
his S&iiromajHx, or the vntrujfuig of the humorous Poet. 
Dekker was a fubordinate author, indeed ; but, what mull 
have been very galling to Jonfort, who was the aggreffor, 
indignation proved fuch an infpirer, that Dekker feemed 
to have caught fame portion of Jonfon's own genius, who 
had the art of making oven Dekker popular ; while he 
difcovercd that his own laurel -wreath had been dextroufly 
changed by the SatiramaJHx into a garland of 'Hinging 
nettles.' 

In The Poitafter Crifpinus is the picture of one of thofe 
impertinent fellows who refolve to become foets, having 
an equal aptitude to become anything that is in fafhion- 
able requcll. When Hermogenes, the fined finger in 
Rome, refufed to ling, Crifpinus gladly feizes the occafion, 
and whifpers the lady near him—' Entreat the ladies to 
it me to Ting, 1 befeech you.' This character is, 
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marked bj' a ludicrous peculiarity which turning on an 
individual characteriflic, mud have aflillcd the audience 
in the true application. It is probable that Dekker had 
some remarkable head of hair, and that his locks hung not 
like 'the curls of Hyperion ;'(i3) for the jeweller's wife ad- 
miring among the company, the perfons of Ovid, Tibtiltus, 
Sic, CrifpiitHs acquaints her that they were poets, and fince 
Ihe admires them, promifes to become a poet himfelf. The 
iimple lady further inquires, ' if when he is a poet his 
looks will change \ and particularly if his hair will change, 
and be like thofe gentlemen's V 'A man,' obferves Ctif- 
fiimts, ' may be a poet, and yet not change his hai 
'Well !' exclaims the limple jeweller's wife, 'we ihall 
your cunning; yet if you can change yot 
do it.' 

The Satiromajtix may be confklered as a parody 
The I'oetiijhr. Jonfon, with clafTical tafle, had raifed 
fcenc in the court of Auguflus : Dekker. with great unhap- 
pinefs, places his in that of William Rufus- The intereS 
of the piece arifes from the dexterity with which Dekki 
has accommodated thofe very characters which Ji 
has fatirifed in his Foeta/lsr. This gratified thofe wl 
came everyday to the theatre, delighted '■." lake tl 
mimetic revenge on the Arch Bard. .... Some cenfure< 
Dekker for barrennefs of invention, in bringing on thofe 
charaflers in his own play whom Jonlon had tliguiatifed ; 
but ' it was not improper,' '..c fa) i, ' to let the fame 
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(13) If the rude woodcut on the title-page of Dekker 
Dream be meant, as feems likely, for the vera effigies a 
our poet, it corroborates the above obfervation ; for he is 
there reprefentcd with very fhaggy locks indeed. 
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upon Horace, whom Horace had fet to worry other 
Dekker warmly concludes his fpiritcd prefatory addref 
'To the World 1 with defying the jonfonians. 

la Dekker's SatiromajBx Horace junior is firft ex- 
hibited in his ftudy, rehearfing to himfelf an Ode: fud- 
denly the Pindaric rapture is interrupted by the want of a 
rhyme; this is fatirically applied to an unlucky line of 
Ben jonfon's own. One of \\\%/ons, Afinius Bubo, who is 
Ujodly worihipping his great idol, or his Ningle, as he 
calls him, amid his admiration of Horace, perpetually 
breaks out into digreffive accounts of what fort of a man 
his friends take him to be. Far one Horace in wrath pre- 
pares an epigram ; and for Crifpimu and Faiiniiis, brother 
bards, who threaten ' they'll bring your life and death on 
the ftage, as a bricklayer in a play,' he fays, ' I can bring 
a prepared troop of gallants, who, for my fake, fhall 
diftafle every unfalted line in their fly-blown comedies.' 
'Ay,' replies Afinius, 'and all men of my rank !' Crifpinus 
Horace calls 'a light voluptuous reveller,' and Famihn 
• the (lighted cobweb-lawn piece of a poet.' Both enter, 
and Horace receives them with all friendlhip. The fcent- 
is here conducted not without fkill. To the complaints 
of the querulous fatirift, Crifpinus replies with dignirkd 
gravity, at which the galled Horace winces. Famlius 
too joins, and fhows Hen the abfurd oaths he takes, when 
he fwears to all parties that he does not mean them. 
Horace is awkwardly placed between thefe two friendly 
rem on (1 rants, to whom he promifes perpetual love. 

Captain Tucca, a dramatic pcrfonage in Jonfon's 
'■<-, and a copy of his own Bobadil, is here con- 
tinued with the fame fpirit ; and as that charatler per- 
muted from the extravagance of its ribaldry, it is now 
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Jade the vehicle for thofc more perfonal retorts, exhibiting 
e fccret hiftory of Ben, which perhaps twitted the great 
ore than the keenefi wit, or the mod folemn 
admonition which Dekkcr could ever attain. Jonfon had 
cruelly touched on Dekkcr being out at elbows, and made 
himfelf too merry with the hiftrionic tribe: he who was 
himfelf a poet, and had been a Thefpian 

The greatnefs of Ben's genius is by no means deniei 
by his rivals ; and Dekker makes Fannius reply 
noble feelings, and in an elevated (train of poetry." 

In the following year (1603) a play was pub- 
lifhed anonymoufly, of which Dekker is fup- 
pofed to have written the principal portion, his 
afliftants being Haughton and Chettle. This is 
entitled Tlie Comodie of Patient Griffil {14), 
From internal evidence there is little doubt that 
he had a fhare in it ; though, as the printed 
copy is entirely filent as to the authorfhip, 
which only refts on fome vague entries 
Henflowe's Diary, (15) this play has not 
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[4 The Plea/ant Comodie of Patient Grisfdl. As it 
halh beene fundrie times lately plaid by the right honer- 
eihle the Earle of Nottingham {Lord high Admiral!) his 
/truants. London. Imprinted for Henry Rocket, and 
are to be folde at the long Shop vndcr S. Mildreds Church 
in the Poultry. 1003. 

15 December 19th 1599, and again 26th Dec. pay- 
ments were made to Dekker, Chettle and Haughton, and 
on 28th Dec. a feparate payment to Dekker. 
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included in theprefent collection. The following 
Song, however, has decidedly the ring of Duk- 
kcr about it : — 

Art thou poore yet haft thou golden Slumbers : 

Oh fweet content ! 
Art thou rich yet is thy minde perplexed 1 

Oh punnifhment 
Doft thou laugh to fee how fooles are vexed ? 
To ad to golden numbers, golden numbers. 

O fweet content, o fweet &c. 
Worke apace, apace, apace, apace, 
Honed labour beares a louely face, 

I Then hey noney, noney : hey noney, noney. 
Canfl drinke the waters of the Crifped fpring, 
fweet content ! 
Swim'fl thou in wealth, yet finck'ilin thineowne teares, 
O punnifhment. 
Then hee that patiently want's burden beares, 
No burden beares, but is a King, a King. 
O fweet content, &c. 
Worke apace, apace, &c. 
'he following pretty lullaby Song was proba- 
bly alfo written by Dekker : — 

Gulden (lumbers kifTe your eyes, 
Smiles awake you when you rife : 
Sleepe pretty wantons doe not cry, 
And I will (ing a lullabie, 
Rocke them rocke them lullabie. 

Care isheauy therefore fleepe you, 
You are care and care muft keep you ; 
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.siccpc pretty muttons doc not cry, 
And 1 will Ting a lullabie, 
Rocke them rocke them lullabie. 



In 1604 appeared the firfc part of that beauti- 
ful play which nioft critics have agreed in confi- 
dering as Dekker' s mafterpiece. As Mr. Swin- 
burne has faid in regard to one of the fineft 
plays of Ford, " it is fomewhat unfortunate 
that its very title mould found fo ftrangely 
in the ears of a generation whofe ears are 
the chafteft part about them." (16) Although 
the name of Dekker (lands alone on the title- 
page of all the editions of The Honejl Whore, 
an entry in Henflowe's Diary, corroborated by 
fome internal evidence, would feem to imply that 
in the compofition of at any rate the firft part of 
the play he received fome aid from Thomas 
Middleton, with whom he is known to have 
written conjointly on two other occafions. Mr. 
Dyce has accordingly affumed a joint author- 



16 fortnightly Review, Juh/jitfyi, p.43. By the bye, it is 
curious and worthy of mention, as indicative of a contem- 
plated change of title afterwards abandoned, that fheet E 
of the fingularly correct and interefling edition of J605, 
has the head-line of The Converted Courtisan through- 
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fhip in both parts, and has included them in his 
edition of Middleton's works, though he admits 
that that writer's fharc in the play wa5 probably 
i n fig tiifi cant. (17) 

Confidering, however, that the year before, 
when Middleton contributed a fpeech of only 
fixty lines to .his Magnificent 'Entertainment 
given to King James, {1603) Dekker had gone 
out of his way to acknowledge the obliga- 
tion, {18) I fhould be inclined to think the aid 
given in the prefent cafe was of a very limited 
character, and was probably confined to a few 
fuggeftions on the general conduct and ground- 
work of the play ; that at any rate it (lid not 
extend far enough to caft a doubt on Dekker's 
creation and authorfhip of thofe beautiful fcenes 
and characters of which Hazlitt has fpoken 



17 "Of The Roaring Girl, I believe that ^T:lLllJl:I.oji wrote 
by far the greater portion ; but of the two other plays 
which' he produced in conjunction with Dekker— the Firft 
and Second Parts of TheHoncfl Whore— I have no doubt 
that his (hare is comparatively final I.''— Dyce's Account 
of Middlelon and his Works, Land. 1840 (Vol. I., Ivi.). 

18 " If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe 
lyncs, I doe freclie bellow it (as his due) on Tho. Middle- 
ton, in whofe braine they were begotten, though they were 
delim-red here : Qua- tios nan feci rims ipfi, vix ea iiottiu 

-p. 32!. 
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with fo much enthufiafm. I am molt anxii 
to eftablifh this point in the reader's min< 
more efpecially becaufe in the plays which 
Dekker afterwards avowedly wrote in conjunc- 
tion with Webfter.Middleton.MafTmger, and Ford, 
it has been the fafhion from the time of Lang- 
baine down to that of Gifford and Dyce, to 
attribute to him all the coarfe and carelefs 
fcencs, and to affign all the tender and poetical 
paiTagcs to his collaborators, and thus to 
him of fome of his chief claims to our 
fideration as a dramatic writer. (19) 

The Second part of The Honcjl Whore 



:tical 
does 



19 "Thomas Dekker," fays old Gerard Langbai 
"was more famous for the contemiun he had with Ben 
Jonlbn for the Bays, than for any great Reputation lie had 
gained by his own Writings. Yet even in that age, he 
wanted not his Admirers nor his Friends amongtl the 
Poets : in which number I reckon the Ingenious Mr. 
Richard Bronte ; who always flylcd him by the title 
Father. He clubb'd with Webfler in writing Three Pla) 
and with Rowley and Ford in another : and I think I 
venture to fay, that thefe Plays as far exceed thofe of 
own Drain, as a platted Whipcord exceeds a fingle Thre: 
in flrength. Of thofe which he writ alone I km 
much eftcem, except The Viitrufftng of the Humeri 
Poet, and that chiefly on account of the Subject of 
which was the witty Ben Jonfon. Of For t t t matu} 1 
give no other account than that I once barely faw it, 
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not feem to have been printed until 1630 ;{20) 
at any rate no earlier edition is known to exift. 
As, however, the two plays fucceed each other 
in proper and natural fequence, we have de- 
parted in this inftance from our otherwife uni- 
form chronological order of arrangement. 

Of The Honeft Whore Hazlitt, in his Leftures 
on the Dramatic Literature of the Age of Eliza- 
beth, writes in the following terms: — 

"Old honefl Dekkcr's Signior Orlando Frifcobaldo I 
(hall never forget ! I became only of late acquainted with 



(that it) is printed in quarto."— Gerard Langbaine : 
Account of the Englijh Dramatick Poets, Oxford, 1691, 
p. 121. 

What are we to think of the value of a man's criticifm 
who pronounces fo fweeping a judgment on works that he 
admits he has never read. 

20 The text is very corrupt, as is alfo that of the later 
editions of the firfl part. Into the firft edition of this 
(1604) fume ferious errors had crept, which were corrcfled 
in the excellent edition of 1605 (one of the moft immacu- 
late of Elizabethan plays in regard to accuracy of print- 
ing, and evidently fuperintended by the author himfelf)' 
The later editions, however, repeated all the errors of the 
firft, and gathered a good many more by the way (efpe- 
ciallythat of 1635). Mr. Dyce was the firft to point out 
the exiflence and peculiarities of the edition of 1605, 
which appears to be of extraordinary rarity. It has, of 
eourfe, formed the bafis of our own text. 
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herfelf with incontinence firft, and then turning his n 
galling reproaches to her into upbraiding? againft his own 
conduct, Ihe acquits herfelf with infinite fpiritand addrefs. 
The contrivance by which, in the iirft part, after being 
fuppofed dead, fhc is reftorcd to life, and married to Hip- 
polito, though perhaps a little far-fetched, is affecting and 
romantic. There is uncommon beauty in the Duke her 

father's defcription of her fudden illnefs 

Candido, the good-natured man of this play, is a charac- 
ter of inconceivable quaintnefs and fimplicity. His pati- 
ence and good-humour cannot be difturbed by anything. 
The idea (for it is nothing but an idea) is a droll one, and 
is well fuppotted The fudden turn of the cha- 
racter of Candido, on his fecond marriage, is, however, 
as amufin;; as it is unexpected. 

"Mafhen, the 'high-Hying' hufband of Bellafront, is 
a mafterly portrait, doue with equal eafe and effect. He 
is a perfon almoft without virtue or vice, that is, he is in 
ilriflnefs without any moral principle at all. He has no 
malice a;;a:nil others, and no concern for himfelf. He is 
gay, profligate, and unfeeling, governed eniirely by the im- 
pulfe of the moment, and utterly recklefs of confequences. 
His exclamation, when he gets a new fuit of velvet, or a 
lucky run on the dice, ' Do we not fly high,' is an anfwer 
to all arguments. Punifliraent or advice has no more 
upon him, than upon the moth that fiies into the e; 
He is only to be left to his fate. Orlando faves him 
it, as we do the moth, by fnatching it out of the flainei 
throwing it out of the window, and (hutting down t 
cafement upon it." 

In comparing the genius of Dekker and Web- 
fter, he adds : — 
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" Dckker has, I think, more trulh of character, more 
inftinflive depth of fentiment, more of the unconfcious 
fimplicity of nature. He excels in giving expreffion to 
certain habitual, deeply-rooted feelings, which remain 
pretty much the fame in all circum (lances, the fimple un- 
compounded elements of nature and paflion.'' 

The Whore of Babylon, which followed in 
1607, is perhaps the worlt and leaft interefting 
of Dekker's dramatic pieces. The allegory is 
without fitnefs or beauty, the introduction of 
Queen Elizabeth, under the name of Titania, is 
clumfily managed ; the perfonification of Time, 
Truth, and Plain-dealing is equally fo. There is 
no dramatic unity or intereft, no infight into 
character, no beauty of dialogue. The fpeeches 
are either bald and profaic, or fwell into turgid 
bombaft. The introduction of the Spanifh 
Armada is at once heavy and ridiculous. That 
this dull effufion of loyalty may have given 
pleafure at the time, is likely enough ; but no 
one will read it now except for the fake of its 
itiquarian intereft. The only fcenes in any 
ty relieved from the general infipidity are 
lofe in which Plain-dealing defcribes to Truth 
the fafhions of the city ; and here and there 
throughout the play one comes on a line or two 
poetry flaming out for a moment in the 
knefs. 

the fame year (1607) appeared the three 
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this !a(l -mentioned worthy character ; but the bargain 
tween us is, I trull, for life. We fame-times regret that 
had not fooner met with chancers like this, that feem 
raife, revive, and give a new zed to our being. . . 
The execution is, throughout, as ex a ft as the concept ii 
is new and maflerly. There is the leaf! colour poffible 
ufed ; the pencil drags ; the canvas isalmoflfeen through : 
but then, what precision of outline, what truth and purity 
of tone, what firmnefs of hand, what marking of charac- 
ter ! The words and anfwers all along are fo true and 
pertinent, that we feem to fee the geflurcs, and to hear the 
tone with which they are accompanied. So when 
lando, difguifed, fays to his daughter, ' You'll forgive 
and Ihe replies, ' I am not marble, I forgive you ■' 
again, when (he introduces him to her husband, faying 
(imply, 'It is my father,' there needs no (tnge-dircftion 
to fupply the relenting tones of voice or cordial franknefs 
of manner with which thefe words are fpoken. It is as if 
there were fome fine art to chifel thought, and to embody 
the inmoft movements' of the mind in every-day actions 
and familiar fpeecli. Simplicity and extravagance of ftyle, 
homelincfs and quaintnefs, tragedy and comedy, inter- 
changeably fet their hands and feals to this admirable 
production. We find the iimpliuly of profe with the graces 
of poetry. The ftalk grows out of the ground ; but the 
flowers fpread their flaunting leaves in the air. The mix- 
ture of levity in the chief ch: nuclei- befpeaks the bitter- 
nefs from which it fecks relief; it is the idle echo of fixed 
defpair, jealous of obfervation or pity. The farcafm 
quivers on the lip, while the tear Hands congealed on the 
eyelid. This ' tough fenior,' this impracticable old gentle- 
man, foftens into a little child; this choke-pear melts in 
the mouth like marmalade. In fpitc of his refolute pro- 
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feflions of mi&Othropy, he watches over his daughter 
with kindly folicitude ; plays the careful houfewife ; broods 
over her lifelefs hopes ; nurfes the decay of her huiband's 
fortune, as he had fupported her tottering infancy ; faves 
the high-flying Matheo from the gallows more than once, 
and is twice a father to them. The ilory has all the 
romance of private life, all the pathos of bearing up 
againft filent grief, all the tendcrnefs of concealed affec- 
tion: there is much farrow patiently borne, and then 
comes peace. Bcllafront, in the two parts of this play 
taken together, is a moft intercfting character. It is an 
extreme, and I am afraid almoft an ideal cafe. She gives 
the play its title, turns out a true penitent, that is, a prac- 
tical one, and is the model of an exemplary wife. The 

ige of her relative pofition, with regard to Hippolito, 
the firft part, in the fanguine enthuliafm of youth- 

generolity, has reclaimed her from vice, and in the 
fecond part, his own faith and love of virtue having been 
impaired with the progrefs of years, tries in vain to lure 
her back again to her former follies, has an effefl the moft 
Ariking and beautiful. The pleadings on both fides, for 
and againfl female faith and confUncy are managed with 
great polemical ikill, affifted by the grace and vividnefs of 

;ical illuftrntion. As an inftance of themanner in which 
fpeaks of the miferies of her former fituation, I 

ht give the lines in which (he contrails the different 

;rd fheivn to the modefl or the abandoned of her fex. 
Perhaps this fort of appeal to matter of fact, and 
lar opinion, is more convincing than the fcholadic 
of the Lady in Comus. The manner too in which 
the wife of Hippolito, is made acquainted with 

hufband's infidelity, is finely dramatic ; and in the 

.e where /lie convicts him of his injuftice, by taj 
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doe I fend theis poorc tcftimonics of a more rich Affeclion. 
I am glad <yf I bee the Firft) that I am the firtt to Confe- 
crate to Memory (yf at leafl you fo embrace it) So noble 
and pious a Work, as This, yo r lad and worthiell is. A 
pafllonate dcure of exprcflfmg gladnes to See Goodnes fo 
well delivered having bin long in labour in the world 
made mee thus far to venture. And it bed becomes mee 
to Sing any thing in praife of Charity, becaufe, albeit I 
have felt few handes warme thorough that complexion, 
yett imprifonment may make me long for them. Vf any 
thing in my Eulogium (or Praife) of you and yo' noble 
Ail bee offeniive, lett it be excufed becaufe I live 
the Gothcs and Vandalls, where Barbaroufnes is predi 
nant. Accept my will howfoever And mee 
" Ready to doc you any fervice 

"Tho. Df.kk.1 
" King's Bench Sept. 12. 1616." 

It is to be regretted that Dekker's tribute to 
Alleyn has (bared the fate of many things he 
and his contemporaries compofed. Few things 
in the long and honourable annals of Dulwich 
College would poffefs greater intereft. We need 
entertain little doubt that Alleyn took fteps to 
relieve his old friend's neceffities ; and as it is 
ftated that Dekker was releafed from prifon in 
the very year his letter bears date, it may not be 
too much to fuppofe that Alleyn had a hand 
in his liberation. {21) 

21 Memoirs of Edward Alleyn, Foimdcr of Dulvr, 
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A fubfcquent undated letter from Dekker 
to Alleyn, exifting among the papers at Dul- 
wich, may here be added : — 
"Sr. 

" I give you thanks for the laft remembrance of 
your love. I write nowe, not poetically, but as an orrator, 
not by waye of declamation, but by petition, that you would 
be pleafed, upon my lovinge lynes, to receave a yong man 
<fonn to a worthie yeoman of Kent here prifoner) able by 
his owne meancs to mayntaync himfelfe, whofe fortunes 
will anfwere itt. Hee is a yonge man lovinge you, beinge 
of your name, and defires no greater happines than to 
depend upon [you]. Youfhall doe mee much honor if you 
thinke him fitt to ferve you as a fervant, and him much 
love, becaufc of your name, to receave. The yonge man 
is of good parts, both of bodic .and mynd. I knowe you 
refpeft fuch a one, and I would not (upon that reputation 
1 hold with you) offer a fervant to bee unworthie of your 
attendance. If you pleafe to receave him upon my 
commendation and your owne tryall, I fhall thinck my 
Iclfc beholden to you, and you, as 1 hope, no waye repent 
the receavinge of fuch a fervant ol your owne name. Soe 
1 red 

"Your lovinge freind 

" Tho. Dekker." 
When Dekker before made an appeal to 



College, including fame new Particulars refpefling Shake- 
fpeare, Ben Jon/on, Majftnger, Marjlon, Dekker, &•£. By 
J. Payne Collier, F.S.A. Lond. Printed for the Shake- 
fpeare Society, 1841, pp. 130—132. 
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Alleyn's known liberality, and fent him for 
laudatory verfes, he was in confinement in the 
King's Bench, and we fee that he was again a 
prifoner when he introduced a young man to 
"Alleyn's notice as a fervant The expreffion, 
" I give you thanks for the laft remembrance of 
your love," warrants the conclufion that Alleyn 
had fent pecuniary affiflance to Dekker on more 
than one previous occaffion. Refpecting the 
date of the letter, we can give no information, 
and the back of the meet having been torn off, 
the addrefs has been loft ; but, confidering its 
contents and the place where it was found, there 
can be no doubt at all on the latter point. (22). 

After his releafe from prifon, Dekker appears 
to have been occupied with fome of his innu- 
merable profe pamphlets. His name is not 
connected with any new play until 1622, when 
The Virgin- Martyr, written conjointly with 
Maffinger, appeared. Gilford has endeavoured 
to claim for Maffinger nearly all the ferious 
paffagcs of this play, and to faften on Dekker 
the ftigma of having contributed all the coarfer 
fcenes. Other critics have judged very diffe- 
rently. The reader fhall hear both fides of the 
queftion, and form his own opinion. 
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It fhould be obferved," fays Gifford, " in juftice to our 
plays, that few or rather none of them, are contami- 
with fuch deteftable ribaldry as the prcfent one. To 
wit," or indeed to wit of any kind, it has not the 
itell pretenfion ; being, in fact, nothing more than a 
footerkin engendered of filth and dulnefs. It 
evidently the author's defign to perfonify Lujl and 
\nkennefs in the characters of Hiicius and Spungius, 
and this may account for the ribaldry in which they in- 
dulge. That Maflinger is not free from dialogues of low 
wit and buffoonery (though certainly be is much more fo 
temporaries) may readily be granted ; but 
perfon who, after perufing this execrable train, can 
imagine it to bear any refemblance to his ftyte and man- 
ner, mud have read him to very little purpofe. It was 
aiTuredly written by Dekker, as was the reft of this act, in 
which there is much to approve. 

tOn the paflage beginning — 
Dor. My booke and taper (vol iv, p. 26), 
he obferves : — 

"What follows, to the end of the fcene, is exquifitely 
beautiful. What pity that a man fo capable of intercfling 
our belt paffions (for I am perfuaded that this alfo was 
written by Dekker) fhould proflitute his genius and his 
judgment to the production of what could only difgracc 
himfelf, and difgufl his reader. 

And he concludes : — 

" With a neglect of precifion which pervades all the 
arguments of Mr. Monck Mafon, he declares it is eafy to 
diftinguiQi die hand of Dekker from that of Mafiinger, 







lofl charac- 
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yet finds a difficulty in appropriating their mofl cl 

terillic language With refpect. to the fcenes 

between the two buffoons, it would be an injury to the 
name of Maflinger to wade a fingle argument in proving 
them not to be his. In faying this I am actuated by no 
hoftility to Dekker, who in this Play has many paffages 
which evince that he wanted not talents to rival, if he 
had p leafed, his friend and affociate. 1 ' 

To this Mr. Kingfley rejoins :— 

" Every pains has been taken to prove that the indecent 
fcenes in the play were not written by Maflinger, but by 
Dekker : on what grounds we know not. We are a« 
of no canons of internal crtticifm which will enable a 
decide, as boldly as Mr. Gifford does, that all the 
indecency is Dekier's, and all the poetry Maffmger's."(23) 

A recent writer on the " Minor Elizabethan 
Dramatifts," obferves : — 

" To prove how much finer, in its effence, his genius 
was than the genius of fo eminent a dramatift as Maffin- 
ger, we only need to compare Maffinger's portions of the 
play of The Virgin Martyr with Dekker's. The fcene 
between Dorothea and Angelo, in which (he recounts her 
firft meeting with him as a " fweet-faced beggar-boy,'' and 
the fcene in which Angelo brings to Theophilus the 
basket of fruit and flowers which Dorothea has plucked 
in Paradife, are inexpreffibly beautiful in their exquifite 



23 Charles Kingslev : Plays and Puritans. (Mif- 
celhmies, 1859, vol. ii. p. 114.) 
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y of imagination and artlefs elevation of feoti- 
(24) 

But a (till better and earlier authority has 
fettled the queition. In his Specimens of the 
Elizabethan Dramatifts, Charles Lamb extracts 
the "fcene between Angelo and Dorothea, and 
fays: 

" This fcene has beauties of fo very high an order that, 
with all my refpeft for Maifinger, I do not think he had 
poetical enthufiafm capable of fumilhing them. His aflb- 
ciate Dekker, who wrote Old Fortunatus, had poetry 
enough for anything. The very impurities which obtrude 
themfelves among the fweet pieties of this play have a 
flrengtb. of contrail, a racinef5, and a glow in them, which 
are above Mafiinger. They fet off the religion of the 



yea: 



In 1628 and 1629 Dekker was, for two fucceflive 
irs employed to write the Mayoralty Pageants. 
Britannia's Honor and London's Tempe are the 
rareft, though certainly far from the belt, of his 
pieces. In 163 1 appeared the Tragi-Comedy called. 
Match mee in London, the plot of which is thus 
sketched in Genefte's Hiftory of the Stage: — 

"Tortnieila is the daughter of Malevento — her father 
had promifed her to Gazette— ihe elopes from Cordova 
with Cordolente — they are married — he i: 
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fhopkceper of Seville — Malevcnto and Gazetto I 
them to Seville— the King's Procurers tells him of Tor- 
miella — he vifits her in difguife, and falls in love with her 
— he fends for her to court, and makes her one of the 
Queen's attendants— the Queen is offended and jealous of 
Tormiclla— the King endeavours to debauch Tormiella — 
fhe continues firm in her attachment to her husband — at 
the conclufion, the King reftores her to Cordolente, and 
is reconciled to the Queen. There is an underplot— Don 
John, the King's brother, wants to obtain the crown — in 
the laft fcene he renounces his ambitious views, and gains 
the King's pardon. The title feems to be a challenge 
lo match Tormiella in London, if one can — the King 
concludes the play with faying that Tormiella has no 
parallel.'' 

In 1632 Dekker prefixed fome commendatoi 

verfes to Richard Brome's comedy of The North 
em Lajfe. 

TO MY SONNE BROME AND HIS LASSE. 
Which, then of Both fhall I commend ? 
Or Thee (that art my Sonne and Friend) 
Or Her, by Thee begot 1 A Girle 
Twice worth the Cleopatrian Pearle. 
No : 'tis not fit for Me to Grace 
Thee, who art Mine ; and to thy Face. 

Yet I could fay, the merrieft Mayd 
Among the Nine, for Thee has layd 
A Ghyrlond by ; and lieres to fee 
Pied Ideots teare the Daphnean Tree ; 
Putting their Eyes out with thofe Boughes 
With which Shee bids me deck thy Browes. 
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But what I bring lhall crowne thy Daughter 
(My grand child) who (though full of laughter) 
Is Chafl and Witty to the Time ; 
Not Lumpifh Cold, as is her Clime 
By Phcebus Lyre, Thy Northern Laffe 
Our Southern proudelt Beauties paffe : 
Be Iouiall with thy Braynes (her mother) 
d helpe her (Dick) to fuch Another. 

THO, DEKKER. 

Of The Wonder of a Kingdom, publifbed in 
636, the German critic(2S) already quoted (peaks 
s follows : 
" Das gewaltige Jugendfeuer, welches den Fortunatus 
durch-dringt, ift in diefem Drama erlofchcn. Beftandigcr 
Mangel an den erllen BediirfniiTen des Lebens, Neid 
feiner Feindc, viclleicht eigenc Schwache und Sunde ver- 
bunden mit dem Alter, fcheinen die Kraft des fo viel ver- 
fprechenden Mannes gebrochen iu haben. Mit Wehmuth 
erinnern wir uns bei diefer Gelegenheit der Worte ienes 
iters: 
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" Nicht blofs erbleichen junge Rofenwangen, 
Dem Geilt auch droht's, dafs er !ich uberlebe !" 



Hazlitt, however, (peaks of the character of 
Iacomo Gentili in this play as "that truly ideal 
character of a magnificent patron." 

The two remaining plays of Dekker, written 
in conjunction with Ford — The Sun's Darling 
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and The Witch of Edmonton — were not publifhei 
until fome years after his death — the former in 
1656, and the latter in 1658. 

Of The Suns Darling Gifford writes as fol- 
lows : — 

" I know not on what authority Langbaine fpeaks [1 
have feen in another cafe on what a (lender one] ; but he 
expreflly attributes the greater part of this moral mafque 
to Ford. As far as concerns the laft two acts, I agree 
with him ; and a long and clear examination of this poet's 
manner enables me to fpeak with fome degree of confi- 
dence. But I trace Dekker perpetually in the other three 
acls, and through the whole of the comic pari. I think 
well of this poet, and mould paufe before I admitted the 
inferiority of his genius — as far, at lead, as imagination 
concerned — to that of Ford : but his rough vigour 
his irregular metre generally enable us to mark the 
between him and his more harmonious coadjutor." 



He remarks thus on The Witch of Ed}non- 
ton : — 

. " It is very eafy to fneer at the ftipernatural portions of 
this play — which I coniider creditable to the talents and 
feelings of both poets. I believe in witchcraft no more 
than the critics ; neither, perhaps, did Ford and Dekker, 
but they dealt with thofe who did ; and we 
cemed with the vifionary creed of our forefathers thai 
with the skill and dexterity of thofe who wrote in con- 
formity to it, and the moral or ethical maxims which they 
enable us to draw from it 
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xii 



"The ferious part of this drama is fweetly written. 
The character of Sufan is delineated in Ford's [?] hap- 
pieft manner; pure, affectionate, confiding, faithful, and 
forgiving ; anxious as a wife to prove her love, but fearful 
to offend, there is a mixture of warmth and pudency in 
her language, particularly in the concluding fcene of the 
fecond aft, which cannot fail to pleafe the tnoft faflidious 
reader. Winnifride is only fecond to her unfortunate 
rival ; for, though highly culpable before marriage, (he 
redeems her character as a wife, and infenfibly deals upon 
our pity and regard. Even Kathcrine, with any other 
fifter, would not pafs unnoticed. 

Carter is no unfair reprefentative of the refpeclable 
yeoman (freeholder) of thofe days ; and his frank and 
independent conduct is well controlled with that of Banks, 
a fmaD farmer, as credulous and ignorant as his labourers, 
politive, overbearing, and vindictive. The character of 
Sir Arthur Clarington is fuftained with care and ability. 
Terrified, but not reclaimed from his profligacy by the 
law, he is everywhere equally odious, and ends the fame 
mean, heartlefs, avaricious wretch he fhowed himfelf at 
fitfl. 



" Of the two plays," fays Mr. Swinburne, " which bear 
conjointly the names of Ford and Dekker, The Sun's 
Darling is evidently, as Gifford calls it, a ' piece of patch- 
work' haftily ftitched up for fome momentary purpofe ; I 
fufpec~l that the two poets did not work together on it, but 
thai our prefent text is merely a recaft by Ford of an 
earlier mafque by Dekker; probably, as Mr. Collier has 
fuggefted, his loft play of Pkatton, for which we might be 
glad to exchange the ' loop'd and windowed nakedness' of 
this ragged veriion. In thofe parts which are plainly 
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remnants of Dekker's handiwork there are Come fcattered 
lines of great fweelnefs, fuch as thofe of lament for the 
dead fpring. For the latter fcenes, as Gifford obferves, it 
is clear that Ford is in the main refponfible ; the intrusion 
in the fifth act of political fatire and adulation is fingularly 
perverfe and infelicitous. In the opening-fcene, alfo, be- 
tween Raybrighi and the Prtefl of the Sun, I recognife 
the moral tone and metrical regulation of Ford's verfe. 
Whatever the original may have been— and it was pro- 
bably but a thin and hafly piece of work — it has doubtlefs 
fuffered from the incongruous matter loofely fewn on to 
it ; and the mafquc as it (lands is too lax and incoherent 
in ftructure to be worth much as a fample of its (light 
kind, or to (hew if there was anything of more fignificance 
or value in the firft conception. 

The Witch of Edmonton is a play of rare beauty and 
importance both on poetical and focial grounds. It is 
perhaps the firft proteft of the ftage againft the horrors 
and brutalities of vulgar fuperftition ; a proteft all the 
more precious for the abfolute faith in witchcraft and 
devilry which goes hand in hand with companion for the 
inftruments as well as the victims of magic. . . . Victor 
Hugo could hardly (how a more tender and more bitter 
pity for the fordid and grovelling agonies of outcaft old 
age and reprobate mifery, than that which fills and fires 
the fpeech of the wretched hag from the firft fcene where 
flie appears gathering (licks to warm herfclf, ftarved, 
beaten, lamed and bent double with blows, pitiable 
terrible in her fierce abjection, to the lafl moment v 
fhe is led to execution through the roar of the rabble, 
all this part of the play I trace the hand of Dekker ; his 
intimate and familiar fcience of wretch ednefs, his great 
and gentle fpirit of compaffion for the poor and fuffering, 
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with whom his own lot in life was fo often call, in prifon 
The two chief foliloquies of Mother Sawyer, 
her firft and la'ft invocations of the familiar, are noble 
Camples of his paffionate dramatic power ; their flyle has 
a fiery impulfe and rapidity quite unlike the ufual manner 
of his colleague. . . . The part of Sufan is one of Dekker's 
mod beautiful and delicate iludies ; in three fhort fcenes 
he has given an image fo perfcdl in its fimple fweetnefs as 
hardly to be overmatched outliUe the gallery of Shake- 
fpeare's women. The tender frelhnefs of his pathos, its 
plain frank qualities of grace and ftrength, never fhowed 
themfelves with purer or more powerful effcel than here ; 
the afterfcene where Frank's guilt is difcovered has the 
fame force and vivid beauty. The interview of Frank 
with the difguifed Winnifrede in this fcene may be com- 
pared by the fludent of dramatic ftyle with the parting of 
the fame characters at the clofe ; the one has all the 
poignant fimplicity of Dekker, the other all the majeftic 
energy cf Ford. The rough buffoonery and horfeplay of 
the clown and the familiar we may probably fet down to 
Dekker's account ; there is not much humour or meaning 
in it, but it is livelier and lefs otfenfive than moil of Ford's 
attempts in that line. "(26) 



certa: 



The precifc date of Dekker's death is as uit- 
iin as that of his birth ; but " we hear nothing 
of him," fays Mr, Collier, "after 1638, and he is 
fuppofed to have died before the Civil Wars." 

The only portrait of Dckkcr known to exift 



5 Fortnightly Review. Art. on John Ford by A. 
, Swinburne, July 1871, pp. 55— 57. 
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is in a rude woodcut on the title-page 
las Dreams \ Lond. 1620. 

Mr. HalliwcII, in the preface to his reprint 
(i860) of this pamphlet, fays : "There can be 
but little doubt that the woodcut on the til 
page contains a genuine portrait of Dekker 
as fuch, it is of great interest.-" 

Some brief notices of a few of Dekker's profe 
productions, extracted from Mr. Payne Collier's 
Bibliographical Account of the Rarcjl Books in the 
Englijli Language, may be not without uitereft 
here : — 

The (unique) tracT: entitled Warres, Warres, 
Warrcs, 1628, i2mo, is dedicated to Hugh 
Hammerfley, Lord Mayor, and to the two 
Sheriffs of London and Middlefex for the year; 
and Dekker ftates that, as City Poet, he had 
been employed to write the pageant for Ham- 
merfley's Mayoralty, and he feems to have been 
not a little proud of it. He fays, "What I 
offred up then was a Sacrifice ex officio. Cuftome 
tooke my Bond for the Performance ; and on 
the day of the Ceremony I hope the debt was 
fully difcharged." If it were ever printed it 
not furvived. 

The Ravens Almanacke (1609) is fubferibed 
" T. Deckers," which was probably the printer's, 
certainly not the author's, mode of fpelling his 
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There is a good " long fung by an olrie 
Woman in a Medowe." 

Of the Double PP, 1606, 4to, publifhed ano- 
nymoufly, a prefentation copy, with Dekker's 
autograph, is in exiftence. It has little but its 
rarity to recommend it ; it is a violent, and, as 
far as we can underftand the allufions, not very 
witty attack upon the Catholics, provoked by 
the Gunpowder Plot of the year preceding its 
publication. 
The Seven Deadly Sinnes of London. 1606. 4to. 
This tract was one of thofe which Dekker 
produced on the fpur of his neceflities, and he 
makes it a boait on his title-page that it only 
coft him a week's work. . . . As if deter- 
mined not to lofe any credit, or perhaps profit, 
by this production, Dekker not only placed 
his name prominently on the title-page, but he, 
fomewhat unufually, fubferibed it at the end, 
thus :— 

u Dii me terrent, et Jupiter hoflis." 

Tho. Dekker." 

The Jupiter and Dii were, perhaps at this 

time a bailiff and his followers, in fearch of the 

author for the non-payment of fome debt. 

The Guls Horne-booke, 1609, B. L. 4to. 

This is unquestionably the moll entertaining, 
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and, exclufive of his plays, perhaps the beft of 
Dekker's numerous works in verfe and profe. It 
is full of lively defcriptions of the manners of 
the beginning of the reign of James I,, including 
accounts of, or allufions to, mod of the popular 
and fafhionable amufements. The work is en- 
tirely profe, and is divided into eight chaptt 
which are introduced by a Proemium. 

A writer, already quoted, has well fummed 
the character and career of Dekker in thi 
words : — 

" A man whofe inborn fweetnefs and gleefulnefs of foul 
carried him through vexations and tniferies which would 
have crufhed a fpirit lefs hopeful, cheerful, and humane. 
He was probably bom about the year 1575 ; commenced 
his career as player and playwright before r 59S ; and for 
forty years was an author by profeifion, that is, was occu- 
pied in fighting (amine n ith his pen. The firfl intelligence 
we have of him is chara.c~terifl.ic of his whole life. It is 
from Henflowe's Diary, under date of February, 1598: 
' Lent unto the company, to difcharge Mr. Decker out of 
the counter in the powltry, the fum of 40 millings.' Oldys 
tells us that ' he was in King's Bench Prifon from 1613 to 
1616;' and the antiquary adds ominoufly, 'how much 
longer I know not.' Indeed, Dr. Johnfon's celebrated con- 
denfation of the fcholar's life would Hand for a biography of 
Dekker :— 

'Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail* 

"This forced familiarity with poverty and diflrefs does 
not feem to have imbittered his feelings or weakened the 



Memoir of Thomas Dekker, xlvii 

;e and ela.fl.idly of his mind. He turned his calamities 
o commodities. If indigence threw him into the fociety 
of the ignorant, the wretched, .and the depraved, he made 
the knowledge of low life he thus obtained ferve his pur- 
pofe as dramatifl. or pamphleteer. Whatever may have 
been the effeft of his vagabond habits on his principles, 
Ihey did not flain the fweetnefs and purity of his fenti- 
ments. There is an innocency in his very coarfenefs, and 
a brifk, bright good-nature chirps in his very fcurrility. In 
the midll of diflreffes of all kinds, he feems, like his own 
Fortunatus, ' all felicity up to the brims ;' but that his con- 
tent with Fortune is not owing to an unthinking ignorance 
of her caprice and injufUce is proved by the words he puts 
into her mouth." (27) 

'.t is a fad ftory of genius allied to misfortune ; 

a man of the rareft gifts and infight, whom 
the iron tyranny of circumftance prevented from 
being wife for himfelf. Even the guerdon of 
Fame — that fallacious confolation and hope of 
the difappointed — feemed as if it were to evade 
him. The renewed impulfe towards the ftudy 
of our earlier poets has at laft awakened a long- 
flumbering curiofity ; but more than two cen- 
turies were to elapfe after Thomas Dekker was 
laid in his grave before his immortal contribu- 
tions to the Englifh drama were deftined to be 
placed within the reach of general readers. 
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The text has been reprinted verbatim et litera- 
tim from the original editions ; the fpelling and 
punctuation, and even the character of the type 
as far as poffible, have been preferved. A few 
Notes and Illuftrations (elucidative of difficult 
paffages, and embodying the refearches of Ma- 
lone, Steevens, Reed, Collier, Dilke, Gifford, 
Fairholt, Dyce, and others) have been added to 
each volume ; but the bickerings of rival editors 
have been carefully eliminated. Only a few 
of the notes are entirely original, but thofe 
borrowed from the fources above indicated, 
have in many cafes been confiderably altered, 
corrected, abridged, or amplified. This general 
acknowledgment will doubtlefs be deemed 
cient. 



THE 

HOMAKERS 

Holiday. 

OR 

The Gentle Craft. 

r ith the humorous life of Simon 

Eyre, fhoomaker, and Lord Maior 

of London. 

; it was acled before the Queenes moft excellent 
Maieftie on New-yeares day at night lad, by 
the right honourable the Earle of Notingham, 
Lord high Admirall of England, his feruants. 

mmmm 

inted by Valentine Sims dwelling at thefoote of Adling 
re Bainards Caille, at the figne of the White 
Swanne, and are there to be fold. 



[There are three later editions of The Shoemakers? 
Holiday published in Dekker's lifetime, bearing date 
1610, 1 6 18, and 1631 refpectively. The prefent text 
has been formed by a careful collation of thefe with 
the firft edition. Some of the verbal differences are 
indicated in footnotes.] 





To all good Fellowes, Profeffors of 

the Gentle Craft; of what degree 
foeuer. 



tide Gentlemen, and honed boone Com- 
panions, I prefent you here with a 
merrie conceited Comedie, called, tlie 
Shoemakers Holyday, acted by my Lorde 
Admiralls Players this prefent Chriflmaffe, before the 
Queenes moil excellent Maieftie. For the mirth 
and pleafant matter, by her Highnefle gracioufly 
accepted ; being indeede no way offenfliue. The 
Argument of the play I will fet downe in this Epiftle : 
Sir IIu*k Latti Earle of Lincelne, had a yong Gentle- 
man of his owne name, his nere kinfman, that loued 
the Lorde Mai or s daughter of London ; to preuent 
and crofTe which loue, the Earle caufed his kinfman 
to be fent Coronell of a companie into France : who 
refigned his place to another gentleman his friend, 
and came difguifed like a Dutch Shoomaker, to the 
boufe of Symon Eyre in Tower ftreete, who femed 
the Maior and his houlhokl with iliooes. The merri- 
ments that palled in Eyres houfe, his comming to be 
Maior of London, Lacks getting his loue, and other 
accidents; with two merry Three-mens fongs. Take 
all in good worth that is well intended, for nothing is 
purpofed but mirth, mirth lengtheneth long life; 
which, with all other bleffings I heartily wifh you. 
Farewell. 




The Jirfl Three-mans 



Song. 



tthe month of Maie, the merrie month of Male, 
frolicke, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene : 
O and then did I vnto my true ioue fay, 
Sweete Peg, thou fliah be my Summers Queene. 

NOw the Nightingale, the prettie Nightingale, 
The fweeteft finger in all the Furred quier : 
Intreates thee fweetc Peggie, to heare thy true loues tale, 
Loe, yonder (he filteth, her bread againft a brier. 

But O I fpie the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo, the Cuckoo, 
See where the iitteth, come away my ioy : 
Come away I prithee, I do not like the Cuckoo 
Should fing where my Peggie and I kiffe and toy. 

the month of Maie, the merrie month of Maie, 
So frolike, fo gay, and fo greene, fo greene, fo greene : 
And then did I, vnto my true loue fay, 
Sweete Peg, thou (halt be my Summers Queene. 
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The fecond Three-mans 

Song. 
This is to be fung at the latter end. 

COld's the wind, and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be our good fpeede : 
III is the weather that biingeth no gaine, 
Nor helpes good hearts in neede. 

Trowle the boll, the iolly Nut-browne boll, 

And here kind mate to thee : 
Let's fing a dirge for Saint Hughes foule, 

And downe it merrily. 
Downe a. downe, hey downe a downe, 

Hey derie derie down a down, Clofe with the tenor 

. boy: 
Ho well done, to me let come, 

Ring compafle gentle ioy. 

Trowle the boll, the Nut-browne boll, 

And here kind, &c. as often as there be men to driuke. 

At lafl what alt kaue Jrimke,this verfe. 
Cold's the wind, and wet's the raine. 

Saint Hugh be our good fpeede : 
III is the weather that bringeth no gaine, 

Nor helpes good hearts in neede. 




The Prologue as it was pronounced 

before the Queenes 

Maieftie. 



;— 

_/~\_ With trembling hands and eyes call vp to heauen, 
Make Prayers the anchor of their conquerd hopes, 
So we (deere GoddefTe) wonder of all eyes, 
Your meaneft vaffalls (through miilrufl and feare, 
To fmcke into the bottome of difgrace, 
By our imperii t pallimes) proflrate thus 
On bended knees, our failes of hope do llrike, 
Dreading the bitter ftormes of your diflike. 
Since then (vnhappy men) our hap is fuch, 
That to our felues our felues no help can bring, 
But needes niuft perifh, if your faint-like eares 
(Locking the temple where all mercy fits) 
Refufe the tribute of our begging tongues. 
Oh graunt (bright mirror of true Chaftitie) 
From thofe life-breathing ftarres your fun-like Eyes, 
One gratious fmile : for your celefliall breath 
Mud fend vs life, or fentence vs to death. 
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A pleafant Comedie of 

the Gentle Craft, 

Enter Lord Maior, Lincolne. 

Lincolne. 

lY Lord Maior, you haue fundrie times 
1 Feafted my felfe, and many Courtiers more, 
| Seldome, or neuer can we be (b kind, 
[ To make requital! of your curtefie : 
But leauing this, I heare my cofen Lacie 
Is much affected to your daughter Rote. 

L. Maior. True my good Lord, and fhe loues him 

That I millike her boldneffe in the chace. 

Lineol. Why my lord Maior, think you it then a 
fhame, 
To ioyne a Lacie with an Otleys name? 

L. Maior. Too meane is my poore girle for his high 
birth, 
Poore Cittizens mud not with Courtiers wed, 
Who will in filkes, and gay apparrell fpend 
More in one yeare, then I am worth by farre, 
Therefore your honour neede not doubt my girle. 

Lincolne. Take heede my Lord, aduife you what 

A verier vnthrift hues not in the world, 
Then is my cofen, for lie tel you what, 
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Tis now almofl a yeare fince he requefied 

To trauell countries for experience, 

I furnifht him with coyne, billes of exchange, 

Letters of credite, men to waite on him, 

Solicited my friends in Italie 

Well to refpecl him : but to fee the end ; 

Scant had he iornied through halfe Germanie, 

But all his coyne was fpent, his men cafi off, 

His billes imbezeld, and my iolly coze, 

Afham'd to fhew his bankerupt prefence here, 

Became a Shoomaker in Wittenberg, 

A goodly fcience for a gentleman 

Of fuch difcent : now iudge the reft by this. 

Suppofe your daughter hauc a thoufand pound, 

He did confume me more in one halfe yeare, 

And make him heyre to all the wealth you haue, 

One twelue moneth's noting wil wafte .it all, 

Then feeke (my Lord) fome honeft Cittuen 

To wed your daughter to. 

/-. Maior. I thanke your Lordfhip, 
Wei Foxe, I vnderlland your fubtiltie, 
As for your nephew, let your lordfhips ete 
But watch his actions, and youneede not feare, 
For I haue my daughter farre enough, 
And yet your cofen Rowland might do well 
Now he hath learn'd an occupation, 
And yet I fcorne to call him fonne in law. 

Lincolne. I but I haue a better trade for him, 
I thanke his grace he hath appointed him, 
Chief e colonell of all thofe companies 
Muflred in London, and the (hires about, 
To ferae his highneffe in thofe warres of France: 
See where he comes : Louel what newes with you ? 
Enter LoueS, Lack, and Askew. 

Loutll. My Lord of Lincolne, tis his highnefle 
will, 
That prefently your cofen fhip for France 
With all his powers, he would not for a million, 
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I they fliould land at Deepe within foure daies. 
Goe certifie his grace it (hall be done : 

Exit Louell. 
k cofen Lacie, in what fonvardnefle 

e all your companies ? 

Lade. All wel prepar'd, 
The men of Hartfordihire lie at Mile end, 
Suffolke, and Eflex, traine in Tuttle fields, 
The Londoners, and thofe of Middlefex, 
All gallantly prepar'd in Finfbury, 
With frolike {pints, long for their parting houre. 

L. Mater. They haue their imprefl, coates, and 
furniture, 
And if it pleafe your cofen Lacie come 
To the Guild Hall, he flia.ll receiue his pay. 
And twenty pounds befldes my brethren 
Will freely giue him, to approue o.ir loues 
We beare vnto my Lord your vncle here. 

Lacie. I thanke your honour. 

Lincoln. Thankes my good Lord Maior. 

R'.. Ma. At the Guild Hal we wil expect your 
CQmming. Exit, 

incofae. To approue your loues to me ? no 
fubtiltie 
>hew : that twenlie pound he doth bellow, 
ioy to rid you from his daughter Rofe : 
cofens both, now here are none but friends, 
auld not haue you caft an amorous eie 
Upon fo mcane a proiect, as the !oue 
Of a gay wanton painted cittizen, 
I know this churle, euen in the height of fcorne, 
Doth hate the mixture of his bloud with thine, 
1 pray thee do thou fo, remember coze, 
What honourable fortunes wayt on thee, 
Increafe the kings lone which fo brightly mines. 
And gilds thy hopes, I haue no heire but thee : 
And yet not thee, if with a wayward fpirit, 
Thou flart from the true byas of my loue. 

My Lord, I will (for honor (not defire 
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Of lands or liuings) or to be your heire) 
So guide my actions in purfuit of France, 
As dial! adcle glorie to the Lacies name. 

Lincolne Coze, for thofe words heres thirtie Por- 

And Nephew Afkew, there's a few for you, 

Faire Honour in her loftiefl eminence 

Staies in France for you till you fetch her thence, 

Then Nephewes, clap ftrift wings on your diffignes, 

Be gone, be gone, make hade to the Guild Hall, 

There prefenily He meete you, do not ilay, 

Where honour becomes, lliame attends delay, Exit. 

Askew. How gladly would your vncle haue you 
gone ? 

Lacie. True coze, but He ore-reach his policies, 
I haue fome ferious bufineffe for three dayes, 
Which nothing but my prefence can difpatch, 
You therefore cofen with the companies 
Shall hafle to Douer, there lie meete with you, 
Or if I flay pafl my prefixed time, 
Away for France, weele meete in Normandie, 
The twentie pounds my Lord Maior giues to me 
You fhall receiue, and thefe ten portugues, 
Part of mine vncles thirtie, gentle coze, 
Haue care to our great charge, I know your wifedome 
Hath tride it felfe in higher coufequence. 

Askew. Coze, al my felfe am yours, yet haue thi 
care, 
To lodge in London with al fecrefie, 
Our vncle Lincolne hath (befides his owne) 
Many a iealous eie, that in your face 
Stares oneiy to watch meanes for your difgrace. 

Lack. Stay cofen, who be thefe? 

Enter Symon Eyre, his wife, Hodge, Firk s Jan 
Rafe with a pcece. 
Eyre. Leaue whining, leaue whining, away with 
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this whimpering, this pewling, thefe blubbringtteares, 
and thefe wet eies, lie get thy hufband difcharg'd, I 
warrant thee fweete Jane : go to. 

Hodge. Mailer, here be the captaines. 

Eyre. Peace Hodge, hufht ye knaue, huflit. 

Firke. Here be the caualieis, and the coronels, 
maiiler. 

Byre. Peace Firke, peace my fine Firke, (land by 
with your piihery pafherie, away, I am a man of the 
bed pretence, He fpeake to them and they were 
Popes, gentlemen, captaines, colonels, commanders : 
braue men, braue leaders, may it pleafe you to giue 
me audience, I am Simon Eyre, the mad Shoomaker 
of Tower ftreete, this wench with the mealy mouth that 
wil neuer tire, is my wife I can tel you, heres 
Hodge my man, and my foreman, heres Firke my fine 
firting iourney-man, and this is blubbered Jane, al 
r e come to be futers for this honeft Rafe keepe him 

home, and as I am a true ihoomaker, and a gentle- 

.n of the Gentle Craft, buy fours your felf, and He 
find ye bootes thefe feuen yeeres. 
Wife. Seuen yeares hufband? 

Eyre. Peace Midriffe, peace, I know what I do, 

Firk. Truly mafler cormorant, you fhal do God 
good ieruice to let Rafe and his wife ftay together, 
fliees a yong new married woman, if you take her 
hufband away from her a night, you undoo her, fhe 
,y beg in the day time, for hees as good a workman 
a pricke and awle, as any is in our trade. 
Jane. O let him (lay, elie I ihal be vndone. 
Firke. I truly, fhe fhal be laid at one fide like a 
aire of old fhooes elfe, and be occupied for no vfe. 
Lade. Truly my friends, it lies not in my power, 
'he Londoners are preil, paide, and fet forth 
'y the Lord Maior, I cannot change a man. 
Hodge. Why then you were as good be a corporall, 
a o ilcmdl, if you cannot dilcharge one good fellow, 
ind I tell you true, I thinke you doe more then you 
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can anfwere, to preffe a man witliin a yeare and 
day of his marriage. 

Eyre. Wei faid melancholy Hodge, gramercy 
fine foreman. 

Wife. Truly gentlemen, it were il done, for fu< 
as you, to ftand fo ftiffely again ft a poore yong wife 
confidering her cafe, Ihe is newly married, but let that 
paffe : I pray dealt not roughly with her, her hufband 
is a yong man and but newly entred, but let that 
paffe. 

Eyre. Away with your pifherie pafherie, your pols 
and your edipolls, peace Mhlafle, lilciice Cifly Bum- 
trincket, let your head fpeake. 

Eirke. Yea and the homes too, mafler. 
Eyre. Too foone, my fine Firk, too foone : 
fcoundreb, fee you this man t Captaines, yc 
not releafe him, wel let him go, he is a. proper il 
him vanifli, peace Jane, drie vp thy teares, theile 
make his powder dankifh, take him braue men, 
Hector of Troy was a hackney to him, Hercules and 
Termagant fcoundrelles, Prince Arthurs Round table, 
by the Lord of Ludgate, nere fed fuch a tall, fuch 
dapper fwordman : by the life of Pharo, a braue 
refolute fwordman, peace Jane, I fay no more, mad 
fcnaues. 

Fir/:. See, fee Hodge, how my maifler raues i] 
commendation of Rafe. 

Hodge. Raph, thou'rt a gull by this hand, an thai 
goeft not. 

Askew. I am glad (good mafler Eyre) it is my ha] 
To roeete fo refolute a fouldiour. 
Tmft me, for your Teport, and loue to him, 
A common flight regard lhall not refpect him. 
Lacie. fs thy name Raph 1 
Raph. Yes fir. 
Lack. Giue me thy hand, 
Thou fli alt not want, as I am a gentleman : 
Woman, be patient, God (no doubt) wil fend 
Thy hufband fafe againe, but he mufl go, 
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His countries quarrel fayes, it fhall be fo. 

Hodge. Thart a gull by my ftirrop, if thou doft not 
goe, I wil not haue thee flrike thy girnblet into thefe 
weake veffels, pricke thine ememies Rafe. 

Enter Dodger. 

Dodger, My lord, your vncle on the Tower hill, 
Stayes with the lord Mayor, and the Aldefmen, 
And doth requeft you with al ipeede you may 
To haften thither. Exit Dodger. 

Askew. Cofin, come let vs go. 

Lacy. Dodger, runne you before, tel them we come, 
This Dodger is mine uncles parafite, 
The arrantft varlet that e're breathd on earth, 
He lets more difcord in a noble hoiife, 
By one daies broching of his pick-ihanke tales, 
Then can be falu'd againe in iwcntie yearcs, 
And he (I feare) fhall go with vs to France, 
To prie into our atflions. 

Askew, Therefore coze, 
X fhall behooue you to be circumfpecl, 

Lacy. Feare not good cofen': Raph, hie to your 

Rapli. I mufl, becaufe there is no remedie, 
But geotle maifler and my louing dame, 
As you haue alwaies beene a friend to me, 
So in mine abfence thinke vpon my wife. 

Ja>ie. Alas my Raph. 

Wife. She cannot fpeake for weeping. 

Eyre. Peace you crackt groat.es, you milliard 
ikens, difquiet not the brave souldier, goe thy waies 
Kaph. 

Jane. 1 1, you bid him go, what fhal I do when he 
is gone 1 

Firk. Why be doing with me, or my fellow Hodge, 
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Eyre. Let me fee thy hand Jane, this fine hand, 
this white hand, thefe prettie fingers muft fpin, mufl 
card, muft worke, worke you born baft cotten-candle- 
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orke for your liuing with a pox to you : hold 
w V .\ heres fiue fixpences for thee, fight for the 
honour of the Gentle Craft, for the gentlemen Shoe- 
makers, the. co.uragious Cordwainers, the flower of S. 
Martins, the mad knaues of Bedlem, Fleetftreete, 
Tower fire ete, and white Chappell, cracke me the 
crownes of the French knaues, a poxe on them, 
cracke them, fight, by, the lord of Ludgate, fight my 
fine boy. 

Firke. Here Rafe, here's three two pences, two 
carry into France, the third flial wafh our foules at 
parting (for forrow is drie) for my fake, Firke the 
Bafa mon cues. 

Hodge. Raph, I am heauy at parting, but heres a 
(hilling for thee, God fend thee to cramme thy flops 
with French crownes, and thy enemies bellies with 
bullets. 

Raph. I thanke you maifter, and I thanke you all : 
Now gentle wife, my louing louely Jane, 
Rich men at parting, ijiue their wines rich gifts, 
Jewels and rings, to grace their lillie hands, 
Thou know'ft our trade makes rings for womens 

heeles : 
Here take this paire of fhooes cut out by Hodge, 
Sticht by my fellow Firke, feam'd by my fclfe, 
Made vp and pinckt, with letters for thy name, 
Weare them my deere Jane, for thy huf bands fake, 
And euerie morning when thou pull'ii them on, 
Remember me, and pray for my returne, 
Make much of them, for I haue made them fo, 
That I can know them from a thoufand mo. 
Sound drumme, enter Lord Maior, Lincolne, Lacy, 
Askew, Dodger, and fouldiers, They paffe ouer 
the Jlage, Rafcfalks in amongefl them, Firke and 
the rejl cry furewel, &°c. and Jo Exeunt. 

Enter Rofe alone making a Garland. 
Rofe. Here fit thou downe vpon this flowry banke 
And make a garland for thy Lacies head,. 
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Thefe pinkes, thefe rofes, and thefe violets, 
Thefe blufhing gilliflowers, thefe marigoides, 
The faire embrodery of his coronet, 
Cany not halfe fiich beauty in their cheekea. 
As the fweete countnaunce of my Lacy doth. 

my moil vnkinde father ! my ilarres ! 
Why lowrde you fo at my natiuity, 

To make me loue, yet liue robd of my loue ? 
Here as a theefe am I imprifoned 
(For my deere Lades fake) within thofe walles, 
Which by my fathers cod were builded vp 
For better purpofes : here mull I languifh 
For him that doth as much lament (I know) 
Mine abfence, as for him I pine in woe. 

Mntcr SHit. 

Sibil. Good morrow yong Miftris, I am fure you 
make that garland for me, againfl I fhall be Lady of 
the Harueft. 

Rofe. Sibil, whftt news at London 1 

Sibil. None but good : my lord Mayor your 
father, and maifter Fhilpot your vncle, and maifter 
Scot your coofin, and miftris Frighgttem by Doctors 
Commons, doe all (by my troth) fend you mod hearty 
commendations. 

Rofe. Did LaCy fend kind greetings to his loue ? 

Sibil. yes, out of cry, by my troth, I fcant 
knew him, here a wore a fcarffe, and here a fcarfe, here 
a bunch of fethers, and here pretious fLones and 
Jewells, and a paire of garters : O monflrous ! like one 
of our yellow filke curtains, at home here in Old-ford 
houfe, here in maifter Bcllymaunis chamber, I ftoode 
at our doore in Comehill, lookt at him, he at me 
indeed, fpake to him, but he not to me, not a word, 
mary gup thought I with a wanion, he pafil by me as 
prowde, mary foh, are you growne humorous thought 

1 ? and fo fhut the doore, and in 1 came. 

Raft. O Sibill, how doll thou my Lacy wrong? 
My Rowland is as gentle as a kmbo) 

c 
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No doue was euer halfe fo milde as he. 

Sibil. Milde t yea, as a buihel of flampt crabs, 
he lookt vpon me as fowre as veriuice : goe thy 
wayes thought I, thou rnaift be much in my gafkins, 
but nothing in my neather ftockes : this is your fault 
miftris, to loue hi in that loues not you, he thinkes 
fcorne to do as he's done to, but if I were as you, Ide 
cry, go by Jeronimo, go by, Ide fet mine olde debts 
againft my new driblets, and the hares foot againft 
the goofe giblets, for if euer I figh when fleepe I 
(hould take, pray God I may loofe my mayden-head 
when I wake. 

Rofe. Will my loue leaue me then and go to 
France 1 

Sibill. I knowe not that, but I ara fure I fee him 
ftalke before the fouldiers, by my troth he is a 
propper man, but he is proper that proper doth, let 
him goe fnicke-vp yong miftris. 

Rofe. Get thee to London, and learne perfectly, 
Whether my Lacy go to France, or no : 
Do this, and I wil giue thee for thy paines, 
My cambricke apron, and my romifli gloues, 
My purple {lockings, and a flomacher, 
Say, wilt thou do Phis Sibil for my fake ? 

Sibil. Will I quoth a? at whofe fuite? by r 
troth yes, He go, a cambricke apron, gloues, and a. 
paire of purple llockings, and a flomacher, He fweat 
in purple miftris for you, ile take anything that comes 
a Gods name, O rich, a Cambricke apron ; faith then 
haue at vp tailes all, Ile go, Jiggy, Joggy to London, 
and be here in a trice yong Miftris. Exit. 

Rofe. Do fo good Sibill meane time wretched I 
Will fit and figh for his loft companie. Exit. 

Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe-makcr. 
Lacy. How many lhapes haue gods and king^ 
deuifde, 
Thereby to compaffe their defired loues ? 
It is no fhame for Rowland Lacy then, 
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To clothe his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 
That thus difguifde, I may vnknowne pofteile, 
The onely happie prefence of ray Rofe : 
For her haue I forfooke my charge in France, 
Incurd the kings difpleafure, and flir'd vp 
Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolnes brefl : 
O loue, how powerfull art thou, that canft change 
High birth to bafeneffe, and a noble mind, 
To the meane femblance of a shooemaker : 
But thus it mud. be, for her cruell father, 
Hating the fmgle vnion of our foules, 
Hath fecretly conueyd my Rofe from London, 
To barre me of her prefence, but I trull 
Fortune and this difguife will furder me 
Once more to view her beautie, gaine her fight, 
Here in Towerflreete with Eyre the fhooe-maker, 
Meane I a while to worke, I know die trade, 
I learn't it when I was at Wittenberge : 
Then cheere thy hoping fprites, be not difmaide. 
Thou canft not want, do fortune what fhe can, 

(The Gentle Craft is Huing for a man. Exit. 

Enter Eyre making himfelje readie. 
Eyre. Where be thefe boyes, thefe girles, thefe 
drabbes, thefe fcoundrels, they wallow in the fat 
brewiffe of my boutie, and licke vp the crums of my 
table, yet wil not rife to fee my walkes cleanfed : come 
out you powder-beefe-queanes, what Nan, what 
Madge-mumble-crufl, come out you fatte Midriffe-fwag- 
belly whores, and fweepe nie thefe kennels, that the 
noyfome flench offende not the nofe of my neigh- 
bours ; (1) what Firke I fay, what Hodge i open my 
fhop windowes, what Firke I fay. 

Enter Firke. 
Firke. O Mafter, ift you that fpeake bandog and 



20 A pteafant Comedie of 

Bedlam this morning, I was in a dreame, and mured 
what mad-man was got into the Areet fo earely, haue 
you drunk this morning that your throat is fo cleere J 

Eyre. Ah well faid Firke, well faid Firke, to worke 
my fine knaue, to worke, wafh thy face, and thou'lt be 
more bled. 

Firke. Let them wafh my face that will eate 
good Mailer fend for a Soufe-wife, if you will bane n 
face cleaner. 

Enter Hodge. 

Eyre. Away flouen, auant fcoundrell, good mor- 
row Hodge, good morrow my fine Fore-man. 

Hodge. O Mailer, good morrow, y'are an earely 
ftirrer, heere's a faire morning, good morrow Firke, I 
could haue flejit this houre, heer's a braue day to- 
wards. 

Eyre. hail to worke my fine Fore-man, hail to 
worke. 

Firke. Mailer, I am drie as dufl to heare my fel- 
low Roger talke of faire weather, let vs pray for good 
leather, and let Clownes and Plow-boyes, and thofe 
that worke in the fields pray for braue daies, wee 
worke in a drie ilioppe, what care I if it raine ? 

Enter Eyres wife. 

Eyre. How now dame Margerie, can you fee to 
rife ? trip and go, call up the drabs your maides. 

Wife. See to rife? I hope tis time enough, tis 
early enough for any Woman to bee feene abroad, I 
maruell how many wiues in Tower llreet are vp fo 
foone .* Gods me tis not noone, heeres a yawling. 

Eyre. Peace Margerie, peace, wher's Cijly Bum- 
trinket your maid 1 fhee hath a priuie fault, lhee farts 
her lleepe, call the queane vp, if my men want 
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Firke. Yet that's but a drie beating, heere's Ail] a 
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Enter Lacy jingitig. 

Lacy, fflrr toas mi bore ban <5eHier-- 

lanfc, jfrolirft fi frptn, 
St toag ate bronfce be rolti nyet ttanb, 

bp folre te bpen, 
Cap ems &e ramiefcen brinefe fcbont 

man it r km. 

Firke. Maifler, for my life yonders a brother of 
the Gentle Craft, if hee bcare not Saint Hughes bones 
He forfeit my bones, hee's fome vplundilh workeman, 
hire him good mailer, that I may learne fome gibble 
gabble, 'twill make vs woike the failer. 

Eyre. Peace Firke, a hard world, let him paffe, let 
him vanifh, we haue ioumymen enow, peace my fine 
iirke. 

Wife. Nay nay y'are bell follow your mans cotin- 
cell, you mall fee what will come on't, we haue not 

sa enow, but wee mull entertaine euery butterboxe ; 

t let that paffe. 

Hodge. Dame, fore God if my mafler follow your 
counfell hee'le con fume little becfe, he fhall be glad 
of men, and he can catch them. 

Firke. I that he lliall. 

Afore God a proper man, and I warrant a 
fine workeman : Mailer farewell, dame adue, if fuch a 
ian as he cannot find worke, Hodge is not for you. 

Offer to goe. 

Eyre. Stay my fine Hodge. 

Firke. Faith and your foreman goe, dame you mufl 
take a iourney to feeke a new journeyman, if Roger re- 
moue, Firke folio wes, if Saint Hughes bones fhall not 
be fet a worke, I may pricke mine awle in the wals, 
and goe play r fare ye wel mafler, God buy dame. 

Eyre. Tarrie my fine Hodge, my briflie foreman, 
flay Firke peace pudding broth, by the Lord of Lud- 
my men as my life, peace you gallimafrey, 
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Lacy. ^ococnoacb mccftcr, cnoc b bro 
or.U, 

Firke. Nailes if I fhould fpeak after him without 
drinking, I mould choak, and you friend Oakej are 
you of the gentle craft I 

Lacy. £?ato, pato, up bccne ocn rfroo-- 
inaftcr. 

Firke. Den fhoomaker quoth a, and hearke you 
fhoomaker, haue you all your tooles, a good rubbing 
pin, a good ftopper, a good drefTer, your foure forts of 
Aules, and your two balles of waxe, your paring 
knife, your hand and thum-leathers, and good Saint 
Hughes bones to fmooth vp your worke. 

Lacy. J>ato, jiaU), ucf ntct bor bcaro, 
t'ft Ijab all oc Mngcn, bout* macft fljoocs 
ejroot ana clcanc. 

Firke. Ha, ha, good mailer hire him, heele 
me laugh fo that I fhall worke more in mirth than I 
can in earneft. 

Eyre. Heere you friend, haue you any fkili 
myfteryof Cordwainers? 

Lacy. flck tocet ntct toat pou frs itb 
btrttabj pott ntct. 

Firk. Why thus man, Sch verile v niet, quotli a. 

Lacy f^ato, natu, pain, tcft can oat tucH 

00C1U 

Firke. Yaw, yaw, he fpeakcs yawing like a Jack 
daw, that gapes to be fed with cheefe curdes, O heele 
giue a villanous pull at a can of double beere, but 
Hodge and I haue the vantage, wee mud drinke firft, 
becaufe wee are the eldeft Iourneymen. 
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Eyre. What is thy namel 

Lacy, Hans, Mans, Meulter. 

Eyre. Giue me thy hand, thou art welcome, 
Hodge, entertaine him, Firkt bid him welcome, come 
Hans, run wife, bid your maids, your trulli-bubs, make 
ready my fine mens break/alls : to him Hodge. 

Hodge. Hans, th'art welcome, vfe thy felfe friendly, 
for we are good fellowes, if not, thou malt be fought 
with, wert thou bigger than a Gyant. 

Firk. Yea, and drunk with, wert thou Gargantua, 
my mailer keeps no Cowards, I tell thee : hoe, boy, 
bring him an heele-blocke, heers a new journeyman. 

Enter Boy. 

Lacy. © id) fcuerfto you, frft mort 
«n Ijalbt oafiim Cans uctalm : Oere uoji 
nrmpt Sis nulling, tap tens frctlirHe, 

Exit Boy. 

Eyre. Quicke fnipper fnapper, away Firk, fcowre 
thy ihroat, thou (halt warn it with Caflillian liquor. 

Enter Boy. 
Come my laft of the fines, give mee a Can, haue to 
thee Hans, here Hodge, here Firkc, drinke you mad 
Greekes, and worke like true Troyans, and pray for 
Simon Eyre the Shoornaker, heere Hans and th'art 
welcome. 

Firkc. Lo dame, you would haue loll a good fel- 
low that will teach vs to laugh, this beere came hop- 
ing in well. 

Wife. Simon, it is almoft. feuen. 

Eyre. 1(1 fo dame clapper dudgeon, id feuen a 
clocke, and my mens breabfail not readie ? trip and 
go you fowft cunger, away, come you madde Hiperbo- 

ins, follow me Hodge, follow me Hans, come after 
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and then to 
Exit. 






my fine Firke, to worke, to worke a while, and ti 
breakfafl. Exit. 

Firke. Soft, yaw, yaw, good Hans, though my 
mailer haue no more wit but to call you afore me, I 
am not fo foolifh to go behind you, I being the elder 
ioumeymen. 

Hollowing within. Enter Warner and Hammon, 
like hunters. 

Hammon. Cofen beate euery brake, the game*! 
not farre, 
This way with winged feet he fled from death, 
Whilll the jmrfuing hounds fenting his fteps, 
Find out his high way to definition. 
Befides, the Millers boy told me euen now, 
He law him take foile and he hallowed him : 
Affirming him fo emboli, 
That long he could not hold. 

Warner. If it be fo, 
Tis beft we trace thefe meddowes by Old-Ford. 

A noife of hunters within, enter a boy. 

Hammon. How now boy, where's the Deere \ 
fpeak, fawll thou liim 1 

Boy. O yea, I faw him leape through a hedge, and 
then ouer a ditch, then at my Lord Maiors pale 
ouer be fkipt mee, and in he went me, and holla the 
hunters cride, and there boy, there boy, but there he 
is a mine honeflie. 

Ham. Boy God a mercie, Cofen lets away, 
I hope we ihn.ll find better fport to day. Exeui 

Hunting within, enter Sofe and Sibill. 

Rofe. Why Sibill, wilt thou proue a Forrefter? 

Sibill. Upon feme no. Forrefler go by : no fail 
miflris, the Deere came running into the Bame, 
through the Orchard and ouer the pale, I wot well, I 
look't as pale as a new cheefc to fee him, but whin faies 
goodman Pinclofe, vp with his flaile, and our Nicke 
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with a prong, and downe he fell, and they vpon him, 
and I vpon them, by my troth wee had fuch fport, and 
in the end we ended him, his throat wee cut, flead 
him, vnhorned him, and my Lord Maior (hall eate of 
him anon when he comes. 

Homes found within. 

Rofe. Heark, heark, the hunters come, /are bell 
take heed, 
They'l haue a faying to you for this deed. 

Enter Hammon, Warner, huntfmen^ and boy. 

Ham. God faue you faire Ladies. 
Sibill. Ladies, O groffe ! 
War. Came not a Bucke this way ? 
Rofe. No, but two Does. 
Ham. And which way went they 1 faith wee'l hunt 

at thofe. 
Sibill. At thofe ] vpon fome no : when, can you 

tell ? 
War. Vpon fome, I. 
Sibill. Good Lord! 
War. Zounds then farewell. 
Ham. Boy, which way went he ? 
Boy. This way fir he ran. 

Ham. This way he ran indeed, faire Miflris Rofe, 
Our game was lately in your orchard feene. 

War. Can you aduife which way he tooke his 

flight ? 
Sibill. Follow your nofe, his homes .will guide you 

right. 
War. Th'art a mad wench. 
Sibill. O rich ! 
Rofe. Trufl me, not T, 
It is not like that the wild forrefl deere, 
Would come fo neere to places of refort, 
You are deceiu'd, he fled fome other way. 

War. Which way my fugar- candy, can you (hew ? 
Sibill. Come vp good honnifops, vpon fome, no. 
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Rofe. Why do you (lay and not purfue your 

game 1 
Sibil/. He hold my life their hunting nags be 

lame. 
Ham. A deere, more ileere is found within this 

place. 
Rofe. But not the Deere (fir) which you had in 

chace. 
Ham. I chac'd the deere, but this deere chafeth 

me. 
Rofe. The flrangefl hunting that euer I fee, 
But where's your parke J 

She offers to go away. 
Ham. Tis here : O flay. 
Rofe. Impale me, and then I will not ftray. 
War. They wrangle wench, we are more kind 

than they. 
SibiU. What kind of heart is that (deere heart) 

you feeke J 
War. A Hart, deere heart 
Sibi/L Who euer faw the like 1 
Rofe. To lofe your heart, is't poffible you c 
Hani. My heart is loft. 
Rofe. Alacke good Gentleman. 
Ham. This poore loft heart would I wifh you 

might find. 
Rofe. You by fuch luck might proue your heart e 

Ham. Why Lucke had homes, fo haue I heai 

fome fay J 
Rofe. Now God and't be his will fend luck into 

your way. 

Enter L. Maior, and feruants. 
L. Ma. What M. Hammm, welcome to Old Ford 
SibiU. Gods pittikms, hands off fir, heeres 
Lord. 
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L. Ala. I hears you had ill lucke, and loft your 

game. 
Ham. Tls true n 



i forrie for the fame. 



What % 

Ham. My brother in la. 
L. Ma. V'are welcome 
you 



both, fith Fortune offers 

Into my hands, you fhall not part from hence, 
Untill you haue. refrefht your wearied Umbes. 
Go Sibill couer the boord, you fliall be gueft 
To no good cheere, but eue.il a hunters feaft. 

Ham. I thanke your Lordihip : coufen, on my life, 
For our loft venifon I fhall find a wife. Exeunt. 

L. Ma. In gentlemen, He not be abfent long, 
This Hammon is a proper gentleman, 
A citizen by birth, fairely allide, 
How fit a huf band were he for my girle J 
Well,, I will in, and dothebefl lean, 
To match my daughter with this gentleman. Exit 

^ Enter Lira; Skipper, Ilorfgc, and Firk. 

Skip. Jfrft fal polo hint feggtn ftans, 
bus f&i't) bat tomtit from cranny isaltool, 
op gots tatranunt, ban Cugar, mitt, al* 
moitos, Camonrht, cub allc bingen toto= 
ranit totoranb bing, iitmpt it ftans, 
ittmut it bor b mrtrttr, baer be bite ban 
Iabett, your mttftcr Apmon (Eyre fal bat 
goob toptit, toat rtggtn yoto $ait£? 

Firke. What feggen de reggen de cepen, flopen, 
laugh Hodge laugh. 

Lade, ifliitt U'tutr brobtr Firke, 
brmgt mtefter Eyre lot bet eigne bit 
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ftoanntktn, bare fill DOU 8nfcc fci'S fltfp* 
per nil] mr, toat trgg;rn poto fcrotar 
/ftfef Soot it Hodge rome ;§>feipper. 

ExtMld. 

Firke. Bring him qd. you,hceresnoknauerie,to bring 
ray maifler to buy a (liip, worth the lading of 2. or 3. 
hundred thoufand pounds, alas that's nothing, a trifle, 
a bablc Hodge. 

Hod. The truth is Firke, that the Marehant owner 
of the Ship dares notfhew his head, and therfore this 
Skipper that deales for him, for the loue he beares to 
Hans, offers my mailer Eyre a bargains in the commo- 
dities, he (lial haue a reafonable day of payment, he 
may fell the wares by that time, and be an huge gainer 
himfelfe. 

Firk, Yea, but can my fellow Hans lend my maf- 
ter twenty por pen tines as an earneft pennie. 

Hod. Portegues thou wouldft fay, here they be 
Firke, 
hark, they gingle in my pocket like S. Mary Queries 
bels. 

Enter Eyre and his Wife. 

Firk. Mum, here comes my Dame and my Matter, 
fheele fcold on my life, for loytering this Monday, b«t 
al's one, let them all fay what they can, Monday's our 
holy day. 

Wife. You fing fir fauce, but 1 befhrew your heart, 
I feare for this your tinging we (hall fmart. 

Firk, Smart for me dame, why dame, why) 

Hod. Mailer, I hope yowle not fuffer my Dame to 
take downe your Journeymen. 

Firk. If (lie take me downe, lie take her vp, yea 
and take her downe too, a buttonhole lower. 

Eyre. Peace Firke, not I Hodge, by the life of 
Phaiwo, by die Lord of ludgate, by this beard, eucry 
haire whereof I value at a Kings ranfome, fhe (hall 
not meddle with you, peace you humbaft-cotten-cand' 
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queane, away Queene of Clubs, quarrel not with me 

d my men, with me and my fine Firke, ile firke you 

you do. 

Wife. Yea yea man, you may vfe me as you 
pleafe : hut let that pafle. 

Eyre. Let it pafle, let it vanifh away : peace, am 
I not Simon Eyre i aie not thefe my braue men 1 
braire Shoomakers, all gentlemen of the Gentle Craft t 
Prince am I none, yet am I nobly borne, as being the 
fole fonne of a Shoomaker, away rubbifh, vanilh, melt, 
melt like kitchin ftuffe. 

Wife. Yea, yea, tis well, I muft be cald rubbifh, 
kitchin-fluffe, for a fort of knaues. 

Firke. Nay dame, you lhall not weepe and waile 
in woe for me: mafler Ile flay no longer, heere's a 
vennentorie of my fhop tooies r adue mailer, Hodge 
farewell. 

Uoiige. Nay ftay Firke, thou (halt not go alone. 

Wife. I pray let them go, there be more maids 
than Mawkin, more men than Hodge, and more fooles 
than Firke. 

Firke. Fooles J nailes if I tarrie now, I would my 
guts might be turned to (hoo-thread. 

Hodge. And if I flay, I pray God I may be turnd to 
a Turk, and let in Finfburie for boyes to (hoot at : 

Eyre. Stay my tine knaues, you armes of my trade, 
you pillars of my profeflion, What, fliall a tittle tattles 
words make you forfake Simon Eyrei auaunt Kitchm- 
fluffe, Tippe you browne bread tannikin, out of my 
fight, moue mee not, haue not I tane you from felling 
Tripes in Eaftcheape, and fet you in my fhop, and 
made you haile fellow with Simon Eyre the Shoo- 
maker \ and now doe you deale thus with my Jour- 
ney-men ? Looke you powder-beefi.' <]u L '.ine on the 
face of Hodge : heeres a face for a Lord. 

Firke. And heere's a face for any Lady in Chriflen- 

Rip you chitterling, auaunt boy, bid the '. 




A pltafant Comedie of 



Cannes of 
age now lie 
m two, hee 



ter of the Bores head fill me a doozen C 
beere for my iourneymen. 

Firke. A doozen Cans! O braue, Hodge n 
flay. 

Byre. And the knaue fils any more than t 
payes for them : a doozen Cans of beere for my joi 
nemen, beere you mad Mefopotamiam, wafh your 
liuers with this liquour, where bee the odde ten \ no 
more Madge, no more, well faid, drink & to work : 
what work doft thou Hodget what work? 

Hod. I am a making a paire of fliooes for my Lord 
Maiors (.laughter, miftrelfe Rofe. 

Firk. And 1 a paire of fhooes for Sibill my Lords 
maide, I dcale with her. 

Eyre. Sibill ! fie, defile not thy fine workemartly 
fingers with the feet of Kitchin Rune, and bailing 
iadles, Ladies of the Court, fine Ladies, my lads, 
commit their feet to our apparelling, put groffe worke 
to Hans : yarke and feame : yarke and feame. 

Firk. For yarking and Teaming let me alone, & I 
I come toot 

Hod. Well mailer all this is from the bias, doe 
you remember the Shippe my fellow Hans told you of, 
the Skipper and he are both drinking at the Sw; 
here be the Portigues to giue earned, if you goe 
through with it, you cannot choofe but be a Lord at 
lead 

Firk. Nay dame, if my mafter proue not a Lord, 
and you a Lady, hang me. 

Wife. Yea like enough, if you may loyter and 
ripple thus. 

Firkd. Tipple Dame t no we haue beene bargain- 
ing with Skellum Scanderbag : can you Dutch fpreaken, 
for a Shippe of Silke CiprefTe, laden with Sugar 
Candy. 

Enler the boy with a vcltut coal, and an Aldermans 

gowne, Eyre puts it 

£yr. Peace Firk, filence tittle tattle : Hodge, ile go 
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-trough with it, Iieers a feale ring, and I haue Tent for 
'aided gown and a damalke cafocke, fee where it 

mes, looke heere Maggy, lielpe me Firk, apparrell 

: Hodge, filke and fatten you mad Philillines, filke 

1 fatten. 

Firk. Ha, ha, my mafter will be as proud as a 
in a doublet, all in beaten damalke and 
veluet. 

Eyr. Softly Firke, for rearing of the nap, and wear- 
ing thread- beare my garments : how don, thou like mee 
Firke f how do I looke my fine Hodge V 

Hcl. Why now you looke like your felfe matter, I 
warrant you, ther's few in the citie, but will glue you 
the wall, and come vpon you with the riyht worfhip- 
full. 

Firk. Nailes my mafter lookes like a thread-beare 
cloake new tumVl, and dreft : Lord, Lord, to fee what 
good raiment cloth % damej dame, are you not ena- 
moured % 

Eyr. How faifl thou Maggy, am I not brifk? 
am I not fine J 

Wife. Fine ? by my troth fweet heart very fine : 
by my troth I neuer likt thee fo well in my life fweet 
heart. But let that pafle, I warrant there bee many 
women in the citie haue not fuch bandfome hufbands, 
but onely for their apparell, but let that pane too. 

Enter Hans and Skipper. 
*- Haas. Godden day mefter, dis be de fkipper dat 
heb de Ikip van marchandize, de commodity ben 
good, nempt it mefter, nempt it 

Eyr. God a mercy Hans, welcome Skipper, where 
lies this (hip of marchandize? 

Skip. De fkip beene in rouere : dor be van fugar, 
ciuit, Almonds, Cambricke, and a towfand towfand 
tings, gots facrament, nempt it mefter, yo fal heb good 
cop en. 

Firk. To him raaifter, O fweet maifler, O fweet 
wares, Prunes, Almonds, Suger-candy, Carret re 
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Turnips, O braue fatting meat, let i 
nutmeg but your felf 

Eyre. Peace Firke, come Skipper, lie goe e 
with you, Ham haue you made him drinke ? 

Skip. Taw, yaw, ic heb veale ge drunke. 

Eyre. Come Hans follow me : Skipper thou ihalt 
haue my countenance in the citie. Exeunt. 

Firke. Yaw heb veale ge drunke, quoth a : they 
may well be called butter-boxes, when they drinke fat 
veale, and thicke beere too : but come Dame, I hope 
youle chide vs no more. 

Wife. No faith Firke, no perdy Hodge, I do feele 
honour creepe vpon me, and which is more, a certaine 
Tiling in my flelh, but let that palfe. 

Firke. Rifing in your flelh do you feele fay you? I 
you may be with child, but why fliould not my mailer 
feele a riling in his flefh, hauing a gowne and a gold 
ring on, but you are fuch a lhrew, youle foone pull him 
flown e. 

Wife. Ha, ha, prethee peace, thou makfl. my w 
fhip laugh, but let that pane : come ile goe in Hodge, 
prethee goe before me, Firke follow me. 

Firke. Firke doth follow, Hodge palfe out in ftate. 
Exeunt. 

■■' / /■■-■:V.' : ■■ 0.1 - ' / ' 

Lincoln. How now good Dodger, whats the new« 
in France) 

Dodg. My Lord, vpon the eighteenth day of May, 
The French and Engtilli were prepared to fight, 
Each fide with eager furie gaue the figne 
Of a mo(l hot encounter, hue long houres 
Both armies fought together : at the length, 
The lot of viclorie fell on our fides, 
Twelue thoufand of the Frenchmen that day dide, 
Four thoufand Englifh, and no man of name, 
But Captaine Hyam, and young Ardington, 
Two gallant gentlemen, I knew them well. 

Lin. But Dodger, prethee tell me in this fight. 
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How did my cozen Lacy beare himfelfe 1 

Dod. My Lord, your cozen Lacy was not there. 

Lin. Not there ! 

Dod. No, my good Lord. 

Lin. Sure thou miftakefl, 
I law him fhipt, and a thoufand eyes befide 
Were witiieffc of the farewells which he gaue, 
When I with weeping eyes bid him adew : 
Dodger take heed. 

Dodg. My Lord I am aduifde 
Tfmt what I fpeake is true ; to proue it fo. 
His cozen Asiew that fupplide his place, 
Sent me for him from France, that fecretly 
He might conuey himfelfe hither, 

Lin. Iff euen fo, 
Dares he fo careleilely venture his life, 
Upon the indignation of a Kingl 
Hath he defpif 'd my loue, and fpurnd thofe fauours 
Which I with prodigall hand powr'd 011 his head t 
He (halt repent his rafhnefle with his foule, 
Since of my loue he makes no eftimate, 
lie make him wifh he had not knowne my hate, 
Thou haft no other newes? 

Dodg. None elfe, my Lord. 

Line. None worfe I know thou haft : procure the 
King 
To crowne his giddie browes with ample honours, 
Send him chiefe Cotonell, and all my hope 
Thus to be dafht 1 but tis in vaine to grieue, 
One euill cannot a worfe releene : 
Upon my life I haue found out this plot, 
The old dog Loue that fawnd vpon him fo, 
Loue to that puling girle, his faire cheekt Rofe, 
The Lord Maiors daughter hath diftraiTled him. 
And in the fire of that loues lunacie, 
Hath he burnt vp himfelfe, coofum'd his credit. 
Loft the Kings loue, yea and I fearc his life, 
Onely to get a wanton to his wife : 
r, it is fo. 
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Dodq. I feare lb, my good Lord. 

Linco. It is fo, nay Cure it cannot be. 
I am at my wits end Dodger. 

Dodg. Yea my Lord. 

Lett. Thou art acquainted with my Nephewes 
haunts, 
Spend this gold for thy paines, go feeke him out, 
Watch at my Lord Maiors, there (if he liue) 
Dodger, thou (halt be fure to meet with him : 
Prethee be diligent. Lacy, thy name 
Liu'd once in honour, now dead in (hame : 
Be circumfpeel. Exit. 

JDod. I warrant you my Lord. Exit. 



Enter Lord Mater, and Mafter Scot. 
L. Ma. Good mafter Scot, I haue beene bold with 

To be a witnefle to a wedding knot, 

Betwixt young mafter Hamtnon and my daughter. 

(land afide, fee where the louers come. 

Enter Hamtnon and Rofe. 

Rofe. Can it be poffible you loue me fo I 
No, no, within thofe eye-balls I efpie, 
Apparant likelyhoods of flatterie, 
Pray now let go my hand. 

Ham. Sweet millres Rofe, 
Mifconftrue not my words, nor mifconceiue 
Of my affeclion, whofe deuoted foule 
Sweares that I loue thee deerer than my heart. 

Rofe. As deere as your owne heart 1 I iudg 
right. 
Men loue their hearts bed when th' are out of fight. 

Ham. I loue you by this hand. 

Rofe. Yet hands off now : 
If flefh be fraile, how weak and frail's your vov 

Ham. Then by my life I fweare. 
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Ro/e. Then do not brawie, 

c quarrell loofeth wife and life and all, 
Is not your meaning thus 1 

Ham. In faith you ieft. 

Soft. Loue loues to fport, therefore leaue loue 
y'are bell. 

L. Ma. What 1 fquare they mafter Seat J 

&»/. Sir, never doubt, 
Louers are quickly in, and quickly out. 

»Ham. Sweet Ro/e, be not fo ftrange in fanfying 
me. 
Nay neuer turne afide, fiiun not my fight, 
I am not growne fo fond, to fond my loue, 
On any that mail quit it with difdaine, 
If you will loue me, fo : if not, farewell. 
L. Ma. Why how now louers, are you both 

agreed 1 
Ham. Yes faith my Lord. 

L. Ma. Tis well, giue me your hand, give me yours 
daughter. 
How now, both pull backe, what meanes this, Girle \ 
Ro/e. I meane to liue a maide. 
Ham. But not to die one, pawfe ere that be faid. 

afide. 
L. Ma. Will you ftill crofle me' flill be obili- 

satel 
Ham. Nay chide her not my Lord for doing well, 
If fhe can hue an happie virgins life, 
Tis far more bleffed than to be a wife, 

Roje. Say fir I cannot, I haue made a vow, 
Who euer be my hufband, tis not you. 

L. Ma. Your tongue is quicke, but M. Hammon 

I bade you welcome to another end. 

Ham. What, would you have me pule, and pine, 
and pray, 
With louely Lady miilris of my heart. 
Pardon your feruant, and the rimer play, 
Rayling on Cupid, and his tyrants dart ? 



A plea/ant Comedie of 

Or (hall I vndertake fome martiall fpoile, 
Wearing your gloue at Tumey, and at Tilt, 
And tell how many gallants I vnhorfl, 
Sweet, will this plcaftire you ) 

Rofc Ves, when wilt begin { 
What loue-rimes man 1 fie on that deadly finne. 

L. Ma. If you will haue her, He make her agree. 

Ham. Enforced loue is worfe than hate to me, 
There is a wench keeps ihop in the old change. 
To her will I, it is not wealth I feeke, 
I haue enough, and will prefer her lone 
Before the world : my good Lord Maior adew, 
Old loue for me, I haue no lucke with new. 

L. Ma. Now mammet you haue well behau'd 
your felfe. 
But you fhall curfe your coynefie if I Hue : 
Who's within there ? fee you conuey your miflris 
Straight to th' old Ford, lie keepe you ftraite enough, 
Fore God I would haue fworne the puling girle 
Would willingly accepted Mammons loue ; 
But bam'm him my thoughts, go minion in. 

Exit Reft. 
Now tell me matter Scot, would you haue thought 
That matter Symon Eyre the Shoomaker 
Had beene of wealth to buy fuch merchandize t 

Scot. 'Twas well my Lord, your honour, and t 
felfe, 
Grew partners with him, for your billes of lading 
Shew that Eyres gaines in one commoditie 
Rife at the lead to full three thoufami pound, 
Befides like gaine in other merchandize. 

L. Ma. Well, he fhall fpend fome of his thoufandi 

For I haue fent for him to the Guild Hall, 



Eyre. 



Enter Eyre. 
e he comes : good morrow matter Eyre. 
Poore Simon Eyre, my Lord, your fho< 
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L.Ma. Well well, it likes your felfe to termeyou fo. 
Enter Dodger. 
Now M. Dodger, whats the newes with you ? 

'_ Ide gladly fpeake in priuate to your Honor. 

L. Ma. You (hall, you (hall : inallrr Eyre, and M. 
Scot, 
I haue fome bufineffe with this gentleman, 
I pray let me intreat you to walke before 
To the Guild hall, He follow prefeotly, 
Maifter Eyre, I hope ere nooi:e to call you Sherife. 

Eyre. I would not care (my Lord) if you might 
call me king of Spaine, come mailer Scot 

L. Ma. Now matter Dodger, what's the newes you 
bring? 

Dod. The Earle of Lincolne by me greets your 
Lordfhip, 
And earneflly requefls you (if you can) 
Infonne him where his nephew Lacy keepes. 

L. Ma. Is not his nephew Lacy now in France J 

Dod. No I aftae yuur Lordfhip, but difguifd 
Lurkes here in London. 

L. Ma. London ? iff euen fo ? 
It may be ; but vpon my faith and foule, 
I know not where he hues, or whether he Hues, 
So tell my Lord of Lincolne : lurke in London ? 
Well mailer Dodger, you perhaps may flart him, 
Be but the meanes to rid him into France, 
Ik giue you a dozen angells for your paines, 
So much I loue his honor, hate his nephew, 
And prelhee fo informe thy Lord from me. 

Dodger. I take my leaue. Exit Dodger. 

Z. Ma. Farewell good mafter Dodger. 
Lade in London J I dare pawne my life. 
My daughter knowes thereof, and for that caufe, 
Denied young Mafter Hammon in his loue, 
Well, I am glad I fent her to old Forde, 
Gods Lord tis late, to Guild Hall I muft hie, 
I know my Brethren flay my compante. (2) Exit. 

lacke my compoiiie. 1631. 
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Enter Firke, Eyres wife, Hurts and Roger. 

Wife. Thou goeft loo fail for me Roger. O Firke. 

Firke. I forfooth. 

Wife. 1 pray thee run (doe you heare) run to 
Guild Hall, and leanie if my huf band matter Eyre will 
take that worfliipfull vocation of M. Sherife vpon 
him. hie thee good Firke. 

Firke. Take it 1 well I goe, and he Ihould not 
take it, Firke fweares to forfweare him, yes forfooth 
goe to Guild Hall. 

Wife. Nay when? th'art two compendious 
tedious. 

Firk. O rare, your excellence if full of eloquence, 
how like a new Cart wheele my dame fpeakes, and 
(he lookes like an old muflie Ale-bottle going to 
fcalding. 

Wife. Nay when ? thou wilt make me melancholy. 

Firke. God forbid your Worihip mould fall into 
that humour, I run. Exit. 

Wife. Let me fee now Roger and Hans. 

Ro. I forfooth dame, (miflris I mould fay) but the 
old tertne fo ftickes to the roofe of my mouth, I can 
hardly licke it off. 

Wife. Euen what thou wilt good Roger, Dame is 
a faire name for any honeil Chriftian, but let that 
palfe, how doll thou Hans? 

Hans. Me tanck you vro. 

Wife. Well Hans and Roger, you fee God hath 
bieft your maifter, and perdie if euer he come to be 
M. Sherife of London, (as we are all mortal!) you 
(hall fee, I will haue fome odde thing or other in a 
corner for you, I will not bee your backe friend, but 
let that parte, Hans, pray thee tye my shoe. 

Hans. Yaw ic fal vro. 

Wife. Roger, thou knowefl the length of my 
foote, as it is none of the biggetl, fo I thanke God 
it is handfome enough, prethee let me haue a 
paire of fhooes made, Corke good Roger, woodden 
heele too. 
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Hodge. You mall. 



with neuer a Farding- 
ale-maker, nor a French-hood maker, I mud enlarge 
my bumme, ha, ha, ha, how (hall I looke in a hood 
I wonder t perdie ndly I thinke. 

Roger. As a Cat out of a Pillory, very wel I war- 
rant you Miftrefie. 

Wfe. Indeed all flefh is grafle, and Roqcr, canft 
thou tell where I may buy a good haire 1 

Yes forfooth, at the Poulterers in Gracious 
ftreet"e. 

Wife. Thou art an vngracious wag, perdye, I 
neane a falfe haire for my perewig. 

Roger. Why Miflris, the next time that I cut ray 
beard, you mall have the fhauings of it, but mine are 
all true haires. 

Wife. It is very hot, I mud get me a fan or elfe 
a mafic e. 

So you had need to hide your wicked face. 

Wife. Fie vpon it, how coftly this world's calling 
is, perdie, but that it is one of the wonderful! workes 
of God, I would not deal with it : is not Rirke come 
yet ? Hans, be not fo fad, let it paffe and vanifh as 

I ray hufbands worfliip faies. 
Hans. Ick bin vrolicke, lot fee you foo. 
Roger. Miflris, will you drinke a pipe of Tobacco % 
Wife. O fie vpon it Roger, perdy, thefe filthy 
Tobacco pipes are the moll, idle fiauering babies that 
euer I felt : out vpon it, God bleffe vs, men looke not 
like men that vfe them. 
Enter Rapk being tame. 
Rogtr. What fellow Rapk t Miflreile looke heere, 
Janes hufband : why how now, lame? Hans make 
much of him, hee's a brother of our Trade, a good 
workeman, and a tall Souldier. 
Hans. You be welcome broder. 
Wife- Pardie I knew him not, now doll thou good 
Raph% 
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I am glad to fee thee well. 

Raph. I would God yon faw me dame as well 
As when I went from London into France. 

Wife. Traa mee r am forrie Raph to fee thee 
impotent, Lord how the warres iiaue made him Sun- 
burnt : the left leg is not well, 'twas a faire gift of 
God, the infirmitie took not hold a little higher, 
confidering thou camft from France, but let that paffe. 

Raph. I am glad to fee you well, and I rejoyce 
To heare that God hath blefl my mailer fo 
Since my departure. 

Wif: Yea tmely Raph, I thanke my maker : but 
let that paffe. 

Roger. And firra Raph, what news, what news in 
France i 

Raph. Tell me good Roger nrfl what newes in 
F.ngland ? 
How does my fane J when iidlt thou fee my wife ? 
Where Hues my poore heart? [heck- be poore indeed, 
Now I want limbs to get whereon to feed. 

Rag. Limbes r haft thou not hands man ? thou 
fhalt neuer fee a shoomaker want bread, though he 
haue but three fingers on a hand. 

Raph. Vet a!! this while I heare not of my Jane. 
Wife. O Raph your wife-, perdie wee know not 
what's become of her : fhe was here a while, and 
becaufe fhe was married, grew more (lately than 
became her, I checkt her, and fo forth, away (lie flung, 
neuer returned, nor faid bih nor bah : and Raph you 
know, ka me, ka thee, And fo as I tell ye, Roger is 
not Firke come yet ? 

Roger. No forfooth. 

Wife. And fo indeed we heard not of her. but I 
heare fhee hues in London : but let that paffe. If 
fliee had wanted, fhee might haue opened her cafe 
to me or my hufband, or to any of my men, I am 
fure there is not any of them pcrdie, but would haue 
done her good to his power. Hans, looke if Firke 
bee come. 

Hans. Yaw ic fal vro. F-xit Hans 
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Wife. And fo as I faid : but Raph, why dofl thou 
weepe 1 ihou knowefl that naked we came out of our 
lothers worab, and naked we muft returne, and 
therefore thanke Clod for all things. 

No faith, Jane is a ftranger heere, but 
Raph pull vp a good heart, I know thou had one, 
thy wife man is in London, one told me he faw her a 
while agoe very braue and neat, wee'Ie ferret her out, 
and London hold her. 

Wife. Alas poore foule, hee's ouercome with 
forrow, he does but as I doe. weepe for the loffe of 
thing : but Raph, get thee in, call for fome 
meat and drink, thou (halt find me worfhipfull to- 
wards thee. 

Raph. I thanke you dame, since I want limbs 
and lands, 
He truil to God, my good friends, and to my hands. (3) 
Exit. 
Enter Hans and Firke running. 

Firke. Runne good Hans. O Hodge, O Miftris ; 
Hodge heaue vp thine eares, miflreffe frnugge vp your 
lookes, on with your bed apparell, my mafter is 
chofen, my mailer is called, nay condemned by the 
cry of the Countrie to be fherife of the Citie, for this 
famous yeare now to come ; and time now being, 
a great many men in black gownes were a(kt for 
their voices, and their hands, and my ma ft or had 
all their fills about bis eares prefently, and they 
cried I, I, I, I, and fo I came away, wherefore 
without all other grieue, I doe falute you miftris 
Shrieue. 

Hans. Yaw, my meefter is de groot man, de 
Shrieue. 

Roger. Did not I tell you Miftris, now I may 
boldly fay, good morrow to your worfliip. 

Wife. Good morrow good Roger, I thanke you 
my good people all, Firke, hold vp thy hand, heer's 

three pennie peece for thy tydings. 

lie to God, my good friends, and lo thefe my hands. 

1600— 1610. 
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Firk. Tis but three halfe pence, I think : ye3, 1 
three pence, I fmell the Rofe. 

Hodge. But Miilris, be rul'd by me, and do i 
fpeake fo pulingly. 

Firk. 'Tis her worfhip fpeakes fo and not (he, i 
faith miftris fpeake raee in the old key, to it Firke, 
there good Firke, ply your bufineffe Hodge, Hodge 
with a full mouth : He fill your bellies with good 
cheare till they cry twang. 




Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine. 

Hems. See mine lieuer broder, heere compt 
meefter. 

Wife. Welcome home maifter Shrieue, I pray 
God continue you in health and wealth. 

Eyre. See here my Afaggy, a Chaine, a gold Chaine 
for Simon Eyre, I (hall make thee a lady, heere's a 
French hood for thee, on with it, on with it, dreffe 
thy browes with this flap of a fhoulder of mutton, to 
make thee looke louely : where be my fine men ? 
Roger, lie make ouer my (hop and tooles to thee: 
firk, thou (halt be the foreman : Hans, thou (halt 
haue an hundred for twenty, be as mad knaues as 
your maiiler Sim Eyre hath beene, and you fha.ll 
liue to be Sherifes of London : how dofl thou like 
mee Margerie t Prince am I none, yet am I princely 
borne, Firke, Hodge, and Hans. 

All j,. I forfooth, what fayes your worfhip miftris 
Sherife J 

Eyre. Worfhip and honour ye Babtlonian knaues, 
for the Gentle Craft: but I forgot my felfe, I am 
bidden by my Lord Maior to dinner to old Foord, 
hees gone before, I muft after : come Madge, on with 
your trinkets : now my true Troians, my fine Firke, 
my dapper Hodge, my honeft Hans, fome deuice, 
fome odde crochets, fome morris, or fuch like, for 
the honour of the gende Shoo-makers, meet mee 
at old Foord, you know my mind : come Madge, 
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away, Ihut vp the (hop knaues, and make Holi- 
day. 

Exeunt, 
'nrke. rare, O braue, come Hodge, follow me 
Hans, 
Wee'le be with them for a Morris dance. Exeunt. 

1 French hood, 



L. Maior. Truft me you are as welcome to old 
Foord, as I myfelfe. 

Wife. Truely, I thanke your Lordfhip. 

L. Maior. Would our bad cheere were worth 
the thanke s you giue. 

Eyre. Good cheere my Lord Maior, fine cheere, a 
fine houfe, fine walles, all fine and neat. 

L, Ma. Now by my troth, lie tell thee maifter 

By, 

It does me good and all my Brethren, 
That fuch a mad-cap fellow as thy felfe 
Is entred into our focietie. 

Wife. I but my Lord hee mud leame now to 
put on grauitie. 

Eyre. Peace Maggy, a fig for grauitie, when I goe 
to Guild Hall in my Scarlet gowne. i'le looke as de- 
murely as a Saint, and fpeake as grauely as a Juflice 
of Peace, but now I am here at old Foord, at my 
good Lord Maiors houfe, let it goe by, vanifli 
Maggy, i'le be merrie, away with flip flap, thefe 
fooleries, thefe gulleries : what hunny P Prince am I 
none, yet am I Princely borne : what fayes my Lord 
Maior ? 

L. Ma. Ha, ha, ha, I had rather than a thoufand 
pound, 
I/had an heart but halfe fo light as yours. 

Eyre. Why what lhould I doe my Lord ? a pound 
of care payes not a dram of debt: hum, let's be 
merrie whiles wee are young, old Age, facke and fugar 
will (leak vpon vs ere we be aware. 
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L. Ma. Its well done, Miflris Eyre, pray giue 
good counfell to my daughter. 

Wife. I hope miflris Roje will haue the 
to take nothing that's bad. 

L. Ma. Pray God (he doe, for ifaith miflris Eyre 
I would bellow vpon that peeuifli girle 
A thoufand markes more than I meane to giue her, 
Upon condition meed be rul'd by me. 
The Ape flill croffeth me : there came of late 
A proper gentleman of foire reuenewes, 
Whom gladly I would call Sonne in law : 
But my fine Cockney would haue none of him, 
Youle proue a Cockfcombe for it ere you die, 
A Courtier or no man mull pleafe your eye. 

Eyre. Bee rul'd fweet Rofe, th'art ripe for a man : 
marrie not with a boy that has no more haire on his 
face than thou hall on thy cheekes : a Courtier, wafli, 
goe by, Hand not vpon pilhery paiherie ; thofe filken 
fellowes are but painted Images, outfides, out fides 
Roje, their inner linings are tome ; no my tine moufe, 
marrie me with a Gentleman Grocer like my Lord 
Maior your father, a Grocer is a fweet trade, plums, 
plums : had I a fonne or daughter fliould marrie out 
of the generation and blood of the fhoomakers, he 
fliould pack : what, the gentle trade is a liuing for a 
man through Europe, through the world. 

A'aoyff within of a Taber and a Pipe. 

L. Ma. What noyie is this I 

Eyre. O my Lord Maior, a crue of good fellowes 
that for loue to your honour, are come hither with ■ 
Morrifdance ; come in my Mefopotamians cheerily. 

Enter Hodge, Ham, Rapli, Firke, and other Shoe- 
makers in a morHs : after a little dancing the 
Lord Maior fpraks. 
L. Ma. Maider Eyre, are all thefe Shoomakerst 
Eyre. All Cordwainers my good Lord Maior. 
Rofe. How like my Lade lookesyond Shoemaker 
Hans. O that I dura but fpeake vnto ray loue ! 
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Ma. Sibill, go fetch forae wine to make thefe 
drinke, 
'ou are all welcome. 
All. We thanke your Lordfhip. 

Roje takes a cup of wine a nil goes to Hans. 
Rofe. For his fake whofe faire lhape thou repre- 

fentfl, 
rood friend I drinke to thee. 
Hans. Ic be dancke good frifter. 
Eyres Wife. I fee miftris Rofe you do not want 
iudgement, you haue drunke to the properefl man I 
keepe. 

Firke. Here be fome haue done their parts to be 
proper as he. 

Ma. Weil, vrgent bufineffe cals me backe to 
London : 

iod fellowes, firft go in and tafl our cheare, t 
.d to make merrie as yon homeward goe, 
>end thefe two angels in beere at Stratford Boe. 
Eyre. To thefe two {my mad lads) Sim Eyre 
'.des another, then cheerily Firke, tickle it Hans, and 
.1 for the honour of Shoomakers. 

All go dancing out. 
L. Ma. Come maifter Eyre, let's haue your com- 
Exeunt 

Rofe. Sibill, what (hall I doe t 
Sibil Why whats the matter ? 
Rofe. That Hans the fhoo-maker is my loue Lacy, 
Difguifd in that attire to find me out, 
How fhould I find the meanes to fpeake with him ? 

Sib. What miftris, neuer feare, I dare venter my 
maidenhead to nothing, and thats great oddes, that 
''ans the Dutchman when we come to London, fhall 
it onely fee and fpeake with you, but in fpight of all 
your Fathers pollicies, fleale you away and tnarrie 
you, will not this pleafe you ? 

Rofe. Do this, and euer be affured of my loue. 
Sibil. Away then, and follow your father to London, 
lefl your abfence caufe him to fufpecT. fomething : 
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To morrow if my counfell be obaide, 
He bind you prentife to the gentle trade. 



Enter lane in a Semfters Jhop working, and Hammon 
d at another doore, heftands alooft. 
Ham. Yonders the fhop, and there my faire loue 
fits, 
Shee's faire and loueiy, but fhe is not mine. 

would Hie were, thrice haue I courted her, 
Thrice hath my hand beene moiftned with her hand, 
Whild my poore famifht eyes do feed on that 
Which made them familh : I am infortunate, 

1 flill loue one, yet no bodie loues me, 
I mufe in other men what women fee, 
That I fo want % fine miflris Rofe was coy, 
And this too curious, oh no, fhe is chaft, 
And for fhe thinkes me wanton, (he denies 
To cheare my cold heart with her funny eyes, 
How prettily fhe workes, oh prettie hand 1 
Oh happie worke, it doth me good to Hand 
Unfeene to fee her, thus 1 oft haue flood, 
In frofly euenings, a light burning by her, 
Enduring biting cold, only to eye her. 
One onely looke hatli feem'd as rich to me 
As a Kings crowne, fuch is loues lunacie : 
Muffeled He pafle along, and by that try 
Whether fhe know me. 

Jane. Sir, what ifl you buy) 
What ifl you lacke fir? callico, or lawne, 
Fine cambricke fhirts, or bands, what wtl! you buy ? 

Ham. That which thou wilt not fell, faith yet iie 
trie: 
How do you fell this handkercher 1 

Jane. Good cheape. 

Ham. And how thefe ruffes 1 

Jane. Cheape too. 

Ham. And how this band ! 

J-ane. Cheape too. 

Ham. All cheape, how fell you then this hand ? 
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Jane. My hands are not to be fold. 

Ham. To be giuen then, nay faith I come to buy. 

Jane. But none knowes when. 

Ham. Good fweet, leaue worke a little while, lets 
play. 

Jane. I cannot Hue by keeping holliday. 

Ham. He pay you for the time which (hall be loll. 

Jane. With me you fhall not be at fo much coll. 

Ham. Looke how you wound this cloth, fo you 
wound me. 

Jane. It may be fo. 

Ham. Tis fo. 

Jane. What remedy T 

Ham. Nay faith you are too coy, 

Jane. Let go my hand. 

Ham. I will do any tafke at your command, 
I would let go this beautie, were I not 
In mind to difobey you by a power 
That controules Kings ; I loue you. 

Jane. So, now part 

Ham. With hands I may, but neuer with my 
heart, 
In faith I loue you. 

Jane. I beleeue you doe. 

Ham. Shall a true loue in mee breed hate in you ) 

Jane. I hate you not 

Ham. Then you mull loue. 

Jane. I doe, what are you better now 1 I loue not 
you. 

Ham. All this I hope is but a womans fray, 
That meanes come to me, when (he cries, away ; 
In earned midris I do not iefl, 
A true chad loue hath entred in my bred, 
I loue you dearely as I doe my life, 
I loue you as ahufband louesa wife, 
That, and no other loue my loue requires, 
Thy wealth I know is little, my defires 
Third not for gold, fweet beauiious Jane what's mine, 
Shall (if thou make my felfe thine) all be thine, 
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Say, iudge, what is thy fentence, life, or death 1 
Mercy or crueltie lies in thy breath. 

Jane. Good fir I do beleeue you loue me well : 
For lis a feely conquefl, feely pride, 
For one like you (1 mean a gentleman) 
To boafl, that by his loue tricks he hath brought, 
Such and filch women to his amorous lure : 
I thinke you do not fo, yet many doe, 
And make it euen a very trade to wooe, 
I could be coy, as many women be, 
Feed you with fnn-fliine Amies, and wanton lookes, 
But I detefl witch-craft ; fay that I 
Doe conRantly beleeve you, conftant haue. 

Qam. Why doeft thou not beleeue me 1 

Jane. I beleeue you, 
But yet good lir, becaufe I will not greeue you, 
With hopes to tafle fruit which will neuer fall, 
In Ample truth this is the fumme of all, 
My hufband Hues, at leail I hope he Hues, 
Prefl was he to thefe bitter warres in France, 
Bitter they are to me by wanting him, 
I haue but one heart, and that heart's his due, 
How can I then bellow the fame on you J 
Whilefl he Hues, his I liue, be it neere lo poore, 
And rather be his wife, than a kings whore. 

Ham. Chaft and deare woman, I will not abufe 
thee, 
Although it coR my life, if thou refufe n 
Thy hufband preR for France, what was his name ? 

Jane. Rafe Damport. 

Ham. Damport, heres a letter fent 
From France to me, from a deare friend of mine, 
A gentleman of place, here he doth write, 
Their names that haue beene ilaine in euery fight. 

Jane. I hope deaths fcroll containes not my 
loues name. 

Ham. Ca,n you not read ? 

Jane. I can. 

Ham. Peruie the fame. 
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o my remembrance flieft a name I read 
Amongll the reft ; fee here. 

yane. Aye me, hee's dead, 
Hee's dead, if this be true my deare hearts flaine. 

Ham. Haue patience, deare lone. 

Jane. Hence, hence. 

Ham. Nay fweet Jane, 
Make not poore farrow prowd with thefe rich teares, 
I mourne thy huf bands death becnufe thou moumft. 

Jane. That bill is forgde, tis fignde by forgerie. 

Ham. lie bring thee letters fent befides to many 
Carrying the like report ; yane tis too true, 
Come, weep not : mourning though it rife from loue, 
Helpes not the mourned, yet hurts them that mourne. 

yane. For Gods fake leaue me. 

Ham. Whither dofl thou turne ? 
Forget the dead, loue them that are aline. 
His loue is laded, trie how mine will thriue. 

yane. Tis now no time for me to think on loue. 

Ham. Tis now beft time for you to thinke on loue, 
becaufe your loue liues not. 

yane. Though he be dead, my loue to him fhal 
not be buried: 
For Gods fake leaue me to my felfe alone. 

Ham. T'would kill my foule to leave thee drownd 

Anfwere me to my fute, and I am gone, 
Say to me, yea, or no. 

yane. No. 

Ham. Then farewell : one farewell will not ferae. 
I come againe, come drie thefe wet cheekes, 
tell me faith fweete Jane, yea, or no, once more. 

yane. Once more I fay no, once more begone 
I pray, elfe will I yoe. 

Ham. Nay then I will grow rude by this white 
hand, 
Untill you change that cold no, here ile ftand, 
Till by your hard heart. 

yane. Nay for Gods loue peace, 
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My forrowes by your prefence more increafe, 
Not that you thus are prefent, but all griefe 
Defires to be alone, therefore in briefe 
Thus much I fay, and faying bid adew, 
If euer I wed man it fhall be you. 

Ham. Oh blefied voice, deare Jane, ile urge n 
more, 
Thy breath hath made me rich. 

yane. Death makes me poore. 

Enter Bodge at his Jhop boord, -Raft, Firke, Hans, 
and a boy at worke. 

All. Hey downe, a downe dery. 

Hodge. Well faid my hearts, plie your worke 
day, wee loytred yefterday, to it pell mell, that 
may Hue to be Lord Maiors, or Aldermen at leaft. 

Firk. Hey downe a downe dery. 

Hodge. Well faid ifaitb, how faift thou Hans, doth 
not Ftrk tickle it 9 

Hans. Yaw mefter. 

Firke. Not fo neither, my organe pipe fqueaks 
this morning forwant of licoring : hey downe a downe 
dery. 

Hans. Forward Firk, tow bed vn iolly yongfter hort 
I mefler ic bid yo cut me vn paire vanpres vor me 
iffres boots. 

Hodge. Thou fhalt Hans. 

Firke. Mai Iter. 

Hodge. How now, boy 9 

Firke. Pray, now you are in the cutting vaine, 
me out a paire of counterfeits, or elfe my worke 
not paffe currant, hey downe a downe. 

Hod. Tell me fire, are my cozen M. Prifcillaes 
(hooes donel 

Firke. Your cozen 1 no mafter, one of your aunts, 
hang her, let them alone. 

Rafe. I am in hand with them, fhe gaue charge 
that none but I fhould do them for her. 

Firke. Thou do for her! then twill be but a lame 
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your Prifcilla, hey downe a downe dery, this geere will 
not hold. 

Hodge. How faift thou Firk 1 were we not merry 
at Old-Ford 1 

Firke. How merry ? why our buttockes went Iiggy 
ioggy like a quagmire ; well fir Roger Oatemeale, if I 
thought all meate of that nature, I would eate nothing 
but Bag puddings. 

Rapk. Of all good fortunes, my fellow Hans had 
the bea. 

Firke. Tis true, becaufe miftris Rofe dranke to 

Hodge. Well, well, worke apace, they fay feuen of 
the Aldermen be dead, or very fick. 
Firke. I care not, ile be none. 
Rafe. No nor I, but then my M. Eyre will come 
■ckly to be L. Maior. 



Enter Sibill. 



Firke. Whoope, yonder comes Sibill. 

'_ Sibill, welcome ifaith, and bow doft thou 
madde wench J 

Firke. Sib whoore, welcome to London. 

Sibill. Godamercy fweet Firke : good Lord, Hodge, 
what a delicious (hop you haue got, you tickle it 
ifaith. 

Rafe. God a mercy Sibill for our good cheere at 
old Ford. 

Sibill. That you mall have Rafe. 

Firke. Nay by the maiTe, we had tickling cheere 
Sibill, and how the plague doft thou and miflris Rofe, 
and my L. Maior J 1 put the women in firft. 

Sibill. Well Godamercy : but gods me, I forget 
my felfe, where's Ham the Flemming t 

Firke. Hearke butter-boxe, now you mull yelp 
out fome fpreken. 

Hans. Vat begaie gon vat vod gon Fritter. 
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Sibill. Marry you muil come to my young miftris, 
to pull on her iliooes you made laft. 

Hans. Var ben your egle fro, vare ben your mif- 
tris ? 

Sibil. Marrie here at our London honfe in Corae- 
hill. 

Firke. Will no bodie feme her turne but Hams 1 

Sibil. No fir, come Hans I Rand vpon needles. 

Hod. Why then Sibil!, take heed of pricking. 

Sibill. For that let me alone, I haue a tricke in 
my budget, come Hans. 

Hans. Yaw, yaw ic fall meete yo gane. 

Exit Hans and Si&M. 

Hodge. Goe Hans, make haft againe : come, who 
lackcs woflce i 

Firke. I mailer, for I lacke my breakefaft, tis 
munching time, and paft. 

Hodge. Ifl fo, why then leaue worke Raph, to 
brcakefafL boy looke to the tooles, come Rafe, come 
Firke. Exeunt. 

Enter a Seruingtnan. 

Ser. Let me fee now, the Cgne of the Lafl in Tower 

flreet, mas yonders the houfe : what haw, whoes 

within t 

Enter Rafe. 

Rafe. Who calls there, what want you fir J 

Ser. Marrie I would haue a paire of Ihooes mac 
for a Gentlewoman againfl to morrow morning, what, 
can you do them 1 

Rafe. Yes fir, you fhall hane them, but what 
length's her foote? 

Ser. Wiry, you muft make them in all parts like 
this fliooe, but at any hand fade not to do them, for 
the Gendewoman is to be married very early in the 
morning. 
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Rafe. How 1 by this fhooe mull it be made J by 

is ! are you fure fir by this I 

Ser. How, by this am I fure, by this) art thou in 
thy wits 1 I tell thee I mud haue a paire of fliooes, 
doil thou marke me 1 a paire of fhooes, two fhooes, 
made by this very fliooe, this fame fiiooe, againfl to 
morrow morning by foure a clocke, doft vnderftand 
me, canfl thou do it 1 

Rafe. Yes fir, yes, I, I, I can do't, by this fhooe 
you fay : I fhould know this fhooe J yes fir, yes, by 
this fhooe, I can do't, foure a clocke, well, whither 
(hall I bring them % 

Ser. To the figne of the golden ball in Watling- 
flreet, enquire for one maiflcr Haimnon, a Gentleman, 
my mailer. 

Raph. Yea fir, by this fhooe you fay. 

Ser. I fay mailer Hammon at the golden Ball, 
hee's the Bride-groome, and thofe fliooes are for his 
bride. 

Raph. They fhall be done by this fhooe; well, 
well, mailer Hammon at the gold fhooe, I would fay 
the golden Ball, wel, very well, but I pray you fir, 
where mufl mailer Hammon be married ! 

Ser. At Saint Faith's Church vnder Paules : but 
what's that to thee! prethee difpatch thofe fhooes, 
and fo farewell Exit. 

Rapk. By this fhooe faid he, how am I amazd 
At this flrange accident % vpon my life, 
This was the very fhooe I gaue my wife 
When I was preft for France ; fince when, alas, 
I neuer could heare of her. Tis the fame, 
Hammons bride no other than my Jane. 



Rfiter FirJse. 
Snailes Raph thou haft loft thy part of three 
pots, a countrieman of mine gaue me to breakefaft. 
Raph. I care not, I haue found a better thing. 
Firke. A thing 3 away ; is it a mans thing or a 
,ns thing ! 
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Raph. Firke, doft thou know this ihooe? 

Firke. No by my troth, neither doth that know 
me : I haue no acquaintance with it, tis a meere 
flranger to me. 

Raph. Why then I doe; this fhooe I durft be 
fworne 
Once couered the inflep of my Jane : 
This is her fize, her breadth, thus trod my loue, 
Thefe true-loue knots I prickt, I hold my life, 
~y this old ihooe I fhall find out my wife. 

Firke. Ha, ha old Ihooe that wert new, how a 
murren came this ague fit of fooliflmeiTe vpon thee 1 

Raph. Thus Firke euen now here came a feruing- 
man, 
By this Ihooe wouldhe haue a new paire made, 
Againfl to morrow morning for his miflris, 
That's to be married to a gentleman, 
And why may not this be my fweet Janet 

Firke. And why maieft not thou be my fweet Affe 
ha, ha. 

Raph. Well, laugh and fpare not, but the truth is 
this, 
Againfl to morrow morning He prouide 
A lufty crew of honed fhoomakers, 
To watch the going of the bride to Church : 
If the proue Jane, He take her in difpite 
Of Hamnwn and the Deuill, were he by, 
If it be not my Jane, what remedy 1 
Hereof I am fure, I fhall hue till I die, 
Although I neuer with a woman lie. 

Firke. Thou lie with a woman to build nothing 
but Cripplegates 1 Well God fends fooles fortune, 
and it may be hee may light vpon his matrimony by 
fuch a deuice, for wedding and hanging goes by def- 
tinie. 
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Enter Hans and Raft arnuin arme. 
How happie am I by embracing thee, 
) I did feare fuch erode mifhaps did raigne, 
* fhould neuer fee my Rofe againe. 

Sweet Lacy, frace faire opportunitie, 
Offers her felfe to further our efcape, 
Let not too ouer-fond efteeme of me, 
Hinder that happie houre, inuent the meanes, 
And Rofe will follow thee through all the world. 

Hans. Oh how I furfet with exceffe of ioy, 
Made happie by thy rich perfection : 
But fince thou payfi fweet intereil to my hopes, 
Redoubling loue on loue, let me once more 
Like to a bold-fac'd debtor craue of thee, 
This night to fteale abroad, and at Eyres houfe, 
Who now by death of certaine Aldermen, 
Is Maior of London, and my maifter once, 
Meete thou thy Lacy, where in fpight of change, 
Your fathers anger, and mine vncles hate, 
** happy nuptials will we confummate. 



Enter Sibil. 

Sibil!. Oh God, what will you do miftris % fhift for 
your felfe, your father is at hand, hee's coraming, hee's 
comming, mafter Lacy hide your felfe in my miftris, 
for Gods fake fhift for your felues. 

Hans. Your father come, fweet Rofe, what fhall I 
doe? 
Where (hall I hide me J how fhall I efcape I 

Rofe. A man, and want wit in extremitie, 
Come come, be Hans Hill, piay the fhootnaker, 
Pull on my fhooe. 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Mas and that's well remembred. 
Sibill. Here comes your father. 

For ware metrefle, 'tis va good fkow, it fall 
:1 fute, or ye fal neit betallen. 
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Soft. God it pincheth me, what will you dol 

Hans. Your fathers pretence pincheth, not the 
fhooe. 

L. Ma. Well done, fit my daughter well, and f 
(hall pleafe thee well. 

Hans. Yaw, yaw, ick weit dat well, for ware tis vn 
good fltoo, tis gi mait van neits leither, fe euer mine 
here. 

Enter a Prentife- 

L. Maior. I do beleeue it, whats the newes with 
you) 

Pren. Pleafe you the Earle of Lincolne at the gate 
is newly lighted, and would fpeake with you- 

L. Ma. The Earle of Lincolne come fpeake with 

me? 

Well, well, I know his errand: daughter Rofe 

Send hence your ihoomaker, difpatcb, haue done : 

Sib make things handfome, fir boy follow me. Exit. 

Ham. Mine vncle come : O what may this por- 
tend! 
Sweet Rofe, this of our loue threatens an end. 

Rofe. Be not difraaid at this, what ere befall, 
Rofe is thine owne, to witneffe I fpeake truth, 
Where thou appoints the place. He meet with thee ; 
I will not fixe a day to follow thee, 
But prefently fleale hence : do not replie, 
Loue which gaue flrength to beare my fathers hate, 
Shall now adde wings to further our efcape. Exeunt. 

Enter Lord Maior and Lincolne. 

L. Maior. Beleeue me on my credit I fpeake truth 
Since firil your nephew Lacy went to France, 
I haue not feene him : It feem'd flrange to me, 
When Dodger told me that he ftaied behind, 
Neglecting the high charge the king impofed. 

Line. Trud me (fir Roger Otley) I did thinke 
Your counfell had giuen head to this attempt, 
Drawne to it by the loue he beares your child, 



the Gentle Craft. 
Here I did hope to find him in yourhoufe, 



But now I fee mine error, and c 



ifelTe 



My judgement wrong'd you by concerning fo. 

L. Ma. Lodge in my houfe, fay you t trull me my 
Lord, 
I loue your nephew Lacy too too dearely, 
So much to wrong his honour : and he hath done fo, 
That firfl. gaue him aduice to ftaie from France. 
To witneffc I fpeake truth, I let you know 
How carefull I haue beene to keepe my daughter 
Free from all conference or fpeech of him, 
Not that I fcorne your nephew, but in loue 
I beare your honor, left your noble blood, 
Should by my meane worth be diflionoured. 

Line. How far the churles tongue wanders from 
his heart, 
Well, well fir Roger Otley, I beleeue you, 
With more than many thankes for the kind loue, 
So much you leeme to beare me : but my Lord, 
Let me requeH your helpe to feeke my nephew, 
Whom if I find, i'le llraight imbarke for France ; 
So fhall your Rofe be free, my thoughts at reft, 
And much care die which now lies in my brefL 



Enter Sibill. 



t Sibill. O Lord, helpe for Gods fake my miftris, 
1 my young miftris. 
L.Ma. Where is thy miftris 1 what's become of 
her* 
Sibill. Shee's gone, fhee's fled. 
L. Ma. Gone % whither is fhe fled ? 
Sibill. I know not forfooth, lhee's fled out of doores 
with Hans the Shoomaker, I faw them feud, feud, 
feud, apace, apace. 

L. Ma. Which wale % what John 1 where be my 
men ? which waie 1 

Sibill. I know not and it pleafe your worfhip. 
Ma. Fled with a fhoomaker, can this be true 1 
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Sibil. O Lord fir, as true as you are L. Maior.(4) 
Liri. Her loue turned fhoomaker, I am glad of thir 
L. Ma. A Flemming butter-boxe, a (hoomaker. 
Will fhe forget her birth ? requite my care 
With fuch ingratitude % fcorn'd fhe young Hamilton, 
To loue a honnikin, a needy knaue 1 
Well let her flie, ile not flie after her, 
Let her flarue if fhe will, fhee's none of mine. 
Lin. Be not fo cruell fir. 

Enter Firke withjhooes. 

SiUll. I am glad fhee's fcapt, 

L. Ma. Ile not account of her as of my child, 
Was there no better obiect for her eyes, 
But a foule drunken lubbery fwill-bellie, 
A (hoomaker, that's braue. 

Firkt. Yea forfooth 'tis a verie braue fhooe, 
as fit as a pudding. 

L. Ma. How now, what knaue is this, from whenc 
comtmeft thou ] 

Firke. No knaue fir, I am Firke the (hoomaker, 
lufiie Rogers chiefe lufty joumey-man, and I come 
hither to take vp the prettie legge of fweet miflris 
Rofe, and thus hoping your worfhip is in as good 
health as I was at the making hereof, I bid you fare- 
well, yours Firke. 

L. Ma. Stay, flay, fir knaue. 
" s hither fhoomaker. 

Firke. Tis happie the knaue is put before the 
fhoomaker, or elfe I would not haue vouchfafed to 
come backe to you, I am moued, for I flirre. 

L. Ma. My Lord, this vibaine calls vs knaues by 
craft. 

Firke. Then 'tis by the Gentle Craft, and to call 
one knaue gendy is no harme : fit your worfhip 
merrie : Sib your young miflris. I'le fo bob then 
now my maifler M. Eyre is Lord Maior of London. 
(4) as true as Gods in heaucn. 1600. 
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L. Ma. Tell me firra, whofe man are you 1 

Firke. I am glad to fee your worfhip fo merrie, I 
laue no maw to this geere, no flomacke as yet to a 
red petticoat. Feinting to Siiii. 

He meanes not fir to wooe you to his maid, 
But onely doth demand whofe man you are. 

Firke. I fing now to the tune of Rogero, 
Roger my fellow is now my maifter. 

Line. Sirra knowil thou one Hans a fhoomaker I 

Fir. Hans Shoomaker, oh yes, flay, yes I haue 
him, I tell you what, I fpeake it in fecret, miilris 
Rofe and he are by this time, no not fo, but Ihortly are 
to come ouer one another, with Can you dance the 
making of the fheetsl it is that Hans, He fo gull 
thefe diggers. 

L, Ala. Knowfl thou then where he is J 

Firke. Yes forfooth, yea marry. 

Lin. Canfl thou in fadneffe i 

Firke. No forfooth, no marry. 

L. Ma. Tell me good honeft fellow where he is, 
And thou (halt fee what He beftow of thee. 

Firke. Honeft fellow, no fir, not fo fir, my pro- 
fefiion is the Gentle Craft, I care not for feeing, I lone 
feeling, let me feel it heere, aurium terms, ten peeces 
of gold, geniium teniis, ten peeces of filuer, and then 
Firke is your man in a new paire of ftretchers. 

L. Ma. Here is an angell, part of thy reward, 
Which I will giue thee, tell me where he is. 

Firke. No point, lhall IbetraymybrotherJ.no, 
fhal I proue Judas to Hans 1 no ; fhal I crie treafon 
to my corporation ? no, I fhall be firkt and yerkt then, 
but giue mc your angell, your angell fhall tell you. 

Lin. Doe fo good fellow, 'tis no hurt to thee. 

Firke. Send fimpring Sib away. 

L. Ma. Hufwife get you in. Exit Sib. 

Firke. Pitchers haue eares, and maids haue wide 
mouthes : but for Hans praunce, vpon my word to 
morrow morning hee and young miilris Rofe goe to 
this geere, they lhall be married together by this rufh, 
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or elfe tiirne Firk to a firkin of butter to tan leather 
withalL 

L. Ma. But art thou Cure of this 1 

Firke. Am I fure that Paules-fleeple is a handful! 
higher than London ftone ! or that the pilling Con- 
duit leaks nothing but pure mother Bunch 1 am I fure 
I am lufly Firk 1 Gods nailes do you thinke I am fo 
bafe to gull you 1 

Lincolne. Where are they married 1 doft thou 
know the Church 1 

Firke. I neuer goe to Church, but I know the 
name of it, it is a fwearing Church, flay a while, 'tis, 
I by the mas : no, no, tis I by my troth, no nor that, 
tis I by my faith, that that, tis I by my Faiths Church 
vnder Paules CroiTe, there they fhall bee knit like a 
paire of ftockings in matrimony, there theyle be 
cony. 

Line. Upon my life my Nephew Lacy walkes, 
In the difguife of this Dutch Shoomaker. 

1-irke. Yes forfooth. 

Line. Doth he not honefi fellow 1 

Firke. No forfooth 1 thinke Hans is no body but 
Hans, no fpirit. 

L. Ma. My mind mifgiues me now tis fo indeed. 

Line. My Cofen fpeaks the language, knowes thi 
trade. 

L. Ma. Let me requeft your company my Lord, 
Your honorable prefence may, no doubt, 
Refraine their head-ftrong rafhneffe, when my felfe 
Going alone, perchance may be ore-borne : 
Shall I requeft this fauour J 

Lin, This, or what elfe. 

Firk. Then you mufl rife betimes, for they meane 
to fall to their hey paffe, and repaffe, pindy pandy, 
which hand will you haue, very early. 

L Ma. My care fhall euery way equall their haft, 
This night accept your lodging in my houfe, 
The earlier thai we (lir, and at Saint Faiths 
Preuent this giddy hare-braind Nuptiall, 
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s trarficke of hot loue (hall yeeld cold gaines, 
y ban our loues and weele forbid their baines. 

Exit. 
At Saint Faiths Church thou faift 1 
Firk. Yes, by their troth. 

Be iecret on thy life. Exit. 

Ftrk. Yes when I kifle your wife, ha, ha, heres no 
t in the Gentle Craft, I came hither of purpofe with 
ses to Sir Rogers worfliip, whilft Rofe his daughter 
be cony-catcht by Hans ; foft now, thefe two guiles wil 
be at Saint Faithes Church to morrow morning to take 
maifter Bridegroome, and midris Bride napping, and 
they in the meane time (hall chop vp the matter at 
the Sauoy : but the bed fport is, Sir Roger Otky will 
find my fellow lame Raphi wife going to marrie a Gen- 
man : and then hecle flop her in Head of his Daughter; 
O braue, there will bee fine tickling fport : folt now, 
what haue I to do I 1 know, now a meffe of 
fhoomakers meate at the Wooil-facke in Iuy lane, to 
cozen my Gentleman of lame Raphs wife, that's true, 
alacke alacke, girles hold out tacke, for now fmockes 
for this iumblmg lhall go to wracke. Exit. 

Enter Eyre, his wife, Hans and Rofe. 

Eyre. This is the morning then, flay my bully, 
my honeft Hans, is it not J 

Hans. This is the morning that mud make vs two 
happie or miferablc, therefore if you 

Eyre. Away with thefe ifs and ands Hans, and 
thefe el ceteraes, by mine honor Rowland Lacy, none 
but the king fhall wrong thee : come feare nothing, 
am not I Sim Eyre t Is not ,Si« Eyre Lord Maior 
of London 1 feare nothing Rofe, let them fay all what 
they can, daintie come thou to mee, laughed thou 1 

Wife. Good my Lord daud her friend in what 
thing you may. 

Eyre. Why my fweete Ladie Madgy, thinke you 
Simon Eyre can forget his fine Dutch journeyman? 
No van. Vie I fcorae it, it fhall neuer be cad ir. 
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teeth, that I was vnthankefull. Lady Madgy, thou 
hadfl neuer couered thy Saracens head with this 
French flappe, nor loaded thy bumme with this far- 
thingale, tis tram, trumperie, vanitie, Simon Eyre had 
neuer walkt in a red petticoate, nor wore a chaine of 
Gold but for my fine Journeymans Portigues, and 
fhall I leaue him 1 No : Prince am I none, yet beare 
a Princely imnde. 

Hans. My Lord, 'tis time to part from hence. 

Eyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Madgy, take two or three 
of my Pie-cruft eaters, my Buffe-ierkin variets, that 
doe walke in blacke gownes at Simon Eyres heeles, 
take them good Ladie Madgy, trip and go, my browne 
Queene of Pemwigs, with my delicate Eofe, and my 
iolly Rowland to the Sauoy, fee them Hnkt, counte- 
nance the marriage, and when it is done, cling cling 
together, you. Hamborow Turtle Doues, lie beare you 
out, come to Simon Eyre, come dwell with me Hans, 
thou fhalt eate minc'd pies, and marchpane. Eofe, 
away cricket, trip and goe, my Lady Madgy to the 
Sauoy. Hans, wed, and to bed, kiffe and away, go 
vanifh. 

Wife. Farewell my Lord. 

Eofe. Make haft fweet loue. 

Wife. Sheede faine the deed were done. 

Hans. Come my fweet Jiofe, fafler than Deere 
weele run. They goe out. 

Eyre. Goe, vanifh, vanifh, auant I fay: by the 
Lord of Ludgate, it's a mad life to be a Lord Maior, 
it's a ftirring life, a fine life, a veluet life, a carefull 
life. Well Simon Eyre, yet fet a good face on it, in 
the honour of Saint Hugh. Soft, the king this day 
comes to dine with me, to fee my new buildings, his 
maieftie is welcome, hee fhall haue good cheere, 
delicate cheere, princely cheere. This day my fellow 
prentices of London come to dine with me too, they 
fhal haue fine cheere, gentlemanlike cheere. I pro- 
mifed the mad Cappadofians, when we all ferued at 
the Conduit together, that if euer I came to bee 
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ior of London, I would feaft them all, and i'le 
t, i'le doot by the life of Pharaoh, by this beard 
1 Eyre will be no flincher. Befides, I haue pro- 
red, that vpon euery Shrouetuefday at the found of 
ie Pancake bell, my fine dapper Afiirian lads fhall 
clap vp their ihop windowes, and away, this fs the 
day, and this day they (hall doot, they fhall doot : 
boyes, that day are you free, let maiiters care, and 
prentifes (hall pray for Simon Eyre. 

r Hodge, Firke, Raph, andftuc or fix Shoemakers, 
all with cudgels, or fuch weapons. 
edge. Come Rafe, (land to tt Firke: my matters, 
as wee are the braue bloods of the Shoomakers, heires 
apparant to Saint Hugh, and perpetuatl benefactors to 
all good fellowes : thou (halt haue no wrong : were 
Hammon a King of Spades, he ihould not delue in 
thy clofe without thy fufferance : but tell me Raft, art 
thou fure tis thy wife 1 

Rafe. Am I fure this is Firke\ This morning 
when I ftrokt on her fhooes, I lookt vpon her, and (he 
vpon mee, and fighed, a(kt me if euer I knew one 
Rafe. Yes faid I: for his fake faid (he (teares (landing 
in her eyes) and for thou art fomewhat like him, 
fpend this peece of gold ; I tooke it : my lame leg, 
and my trauell beyond fea made me vnknowne, all is 
one for that, I know's fhee's mine. 

Firke. Did (hee giue thee this gold \ O glorious 
glittering gold : (hees thine owne, tis thy wife, and 
(hee loues thee, for He (land toot, there's no woman 
will giue gold to any man, but (he thinkes better of 
him than (hee thinkes of them (hee giues filuer to : 
and for Hammon, neither Hammon nor Hangman 
(hall wrong thee in London : Is not our old Mafler 
Eyre Lord Maior? Speake my hearts. 

All. Yes, and Hammon (hall know it to his co(l. 

Enter Hammon his man, Jane, and others. 
Hodge. Peace my bullies, yonder they come. 
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Rafe. Stand toot my hearts, Hrk, let me fpeake 
iril. 
Hodge. No Rafe, let me : Hamilton, whither e 



fo earely 1 

Ham. Unmannerly 

Firk. To him fir? yes fir, and to me, and others: 
good morrow Jane, how doll thou ? good Lord, how 
the world is changed with you, God be thanked. 

Ham. Villaines, hands off, how dare you touch 
my loue 1 

All. Villaines : downe with them, cry clubs for 
prentifes. 

Hod. Hold, my hearts : touch her Mammon 1 ; 
and more than that, weele carrie her away with 
My maiflers and gentlemen, neuer draw your bii 
fpits, (hoomakers are iteele to the backe, men euery 
inch of them, all fpirit. 

All of Hammons fide. Well, and what of all thist 

Hod. He fliew you : Jane, dooft thou know this 
man \ ris Raft I can tell thee ; nay, tis he in faith, 
though he be laro'd by the warres, yet looke not 
ilrange, but run to him, fold him about the necke and 
kiffe him. 

fane. Liues then my hufband 1 oh God let me go, 
Let me embrace my Rafe. 

Ham. What meanes my Jane % 

Jane. Nay, what meant you to tell me was he 
flainel 

Ham. Pardon me deare loue for being milled, 
Twas rumord here in London thou wert dead. 

Firke. Thou feefl he Hues : LafTe, go pacfee home 
with him 1 now M. Hammon, whcres your mi/Iris your 
wife t 

Scru. Swounds M. fight for her, will you thus lofe 
her? 

All. Downe with that creature, clubs, downe with 
him. 

Hodge. Hold, hold. 

Ham. Hold foole : firs he iliall do no wrong, 
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Will my Jane leaue me thus, and breake her faith J 

Firke. Yes fir, (he muft fir, fhe [hall fir, what then 1 
mend it 

Hod. Hearke fellow Rafe, follow my counfell, fet 
the wench in the midft, and let her chufe her man, 
and let her be his woman. 

Jane. Whom mould I chufe t whom mould my 
thoughts affea 1 
But him whom Heauen hath made to be my loue, 
Thou art my hulband, and thefe humble weedes, 
Makes thee more beautifull than all his wealth. 
Therefore I will but put off his attire, 
Returning it into the owners hand, 
And euer after be thy conftant wife. 

Hodge. Not a ragge Jane, the law's on our iide, 
hee that fowes in another mans ground forfeits his 
harueft, get thee home Raph, follow him Jane, hee 
(hall cot haue fo much as a bufke point from thee. 

Firke. Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances are 
thine owne, Hammon, looke not at her. 

Seru. O fwounds no. 

Firke. Blew coate be quiet, weele giue you a new 
liuerie eife, weele make Shroue Tuefday Saint Georges 
day for you : looke not Hammon, leare not, He firke 
you, for thy head now, one glance, one fheepes eye, 
any tiling at her, touch not a ragge, left I and my 
brethren beate you to clowtes. 

Sen Come maifter Hammon, theres no firming 
here. 

nd honeft 






Ham. Good fellowes, 
Rafe, 

Whom I haue iniured moft by louing Jane, 
Markc what I offer thee : here in faire gold, 
Is twentie pound, He giue it for thy Jane, 
If this content thee not, thou malt haue more. 

Hodge. Sell not thy wife, Rafe, make her not a 
whore. 

Ham. Say, wilt thou freely ceafe thy clairae in her, 
And let her be my wifel 
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All No do not Saph. 

Raph. Sirra Sammtm Bammon, doft thou thinke a 
fhooe-maker is fo bafe, to be a bawd to his own wife 
for comodity 1 take thy gold, choake with it : were I 
not lame, I would make thee eate thy words. 

Firke. A lhoomaker (ell his flefh and blood, oh 

Hodg. Sirra, take vp your pelfe, and be packing. 

Ham. I will not touch one pennie, but in liew, 
Of that great wrong I offered thy Jane, 
To Jane and thee I giue that twentie pound, 
Since I haue faild of her, during my life, 
I vow no woman elfe lhall be my wife : 
Farewell good fellowes of the Gentle trade, 
Your morning mirth my mourning day hath made. 

Firke. Touch the gold creature if you dare, y'ai 
beft be trudging : here Jane take thou it, now let 
home my hearts. 

Hodge. Stay, who comes here J Jane, on againe 
with thy mafke. 

Enter Lincolne, L. Maior, and feruants. 

Lin. Yonders the lying varlet mockt vs fo. 

L. Ma. Come hither firra. 

Firke. I fir, I am firra, you meane me, do you 
not? 

Line. Where is my Nephew married 1 

Firke. Is he married % God giue him ioy, I am 
glad of it : they haue a faire day, and the figne is in a 
good Planet, Mars in Venus. 

L. Ma, Villaine, thou toldil me that my da 
ter Roft, 
This morning mould be married at Saint Faiths, 
Wee haue watch t there thefe three houres at the leaft, 
Yet fee we no fuch thing. 

Firke. Tmely I am forry fort, a Bride's a prettie 
thing. 

Hodge. Come to the purpofe, yonder's 
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id Bridegroome you looke for I hope : though you 
ie Lords, you are not to barre, by your authorise, 
men from women, are you? 

L. Ma. See fee my daughter's maikt. 

Lin. True, and my nephew, 
To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame. 

Firke. Yea truely, God helpe the poore couple, 
they are lame and blind. 

L. Ma. He eafe her blindneffe. 

Lin. He his lameneffe cure. 

Ftrke. Lye downe firs, and laugh, my fellow Raph 
is taken for Rowland Lacy, and Jane for mitlris 
damalke Rofe, this is all my knauerie. 

Z. Ma. What haue I found you minion t 

Lin. O bafe wretch, 
Nay hide thy face, the horror of thy guilt 
Can hardly be waflit off : where are thy powers ? 
What battells haue you made? O yes I fee, 
Thou foughtil with ihame, and fhame hath conrmer'd 
thee; 
lameneffe with not ferue. 

L. Ma. Unmalke your felfe. 

Lin. Lead home your daughter. 

L. Ma. Take your nephew hence. 

Raph. Hence, fwounds, what meane you % are you 
mad 1 I hope you cannot enforce my wife from me, 
wher"s Hammon % 

L. Ma. Your wife 1 

Lin. What Hammon ? 

Raph. Yea my wife, and therefore the proudefl of 
you that laies hands on her firfl, He lay my Crutch 
croffe his pate. 

Firki. To him lame Raph, here's braue fport. 

Raph. Rofe call you her 1 why her name is Jane, 
looke here felfe, do you know her now I 

Lin. Is this your daughter 1 

L. Ma. No nor this your nephew : 
Lord of Lincolne, we are both abuf 'd, 
this bafe craftie varlet. 
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Firke. Yea forfooth no varlet, forfooth no baf 

forfooth I am but meane, not crafbe neither, but i 

the Gentle Craft. 

L. Ma. Where is my daughter Rqfe t where is n 

child t 

Zinc. Where is ray Nephew Lacy married t 
Firke. Why here is good lac'd mutton as I pro 

mift you. 

Line. Villaine He haue thee punifht for this w 
Firke. Punilh the Ioumeyman villaine, but not t 

Ioumeyman Shoomalcer. 

Enter Dodger. 
Dodg. My Lord, I come to bring vnwelcom 

Your Nephew Lacy and your daughter Rqfe, 
Earely this morning wedded at the Sauoy, 
None being prefent but the Lady Mayrefle : 
Befides I learnt among the Officers, 
The Lord Maior vowes to (land in their defence, 
Gainfl any that mail feeke to croffe the match. 

Lin. Dares Eyre the Shoomaker vphold the deed t 

Firk. Yes fir, Shoomakers dare (land in a womar 

quarrel 

I warrant you, as deepe as another, and deeper too. 

Dod. Beudes his Grace to day dines with 
Mayor, 
Who on his knees humbly intends to fall, 
And beg a pardon for your Nephews fault 

Lin But He preuent him, come Sir Roger Otley. 
The King will do vs iuftice in this caufe, 
How ere their hands haue made them man and wife, 
I will difioyne the match, or lofe my life. Exeunt. 

Firk. Adue Monfieur Dodger, farewell fooles 

Oh if they had (laid I would haue fo lamb'd ther 
with flouts, heart, my Codpeece-point is ready ti 
flye in peeces euery time I thinkevpon millris Rofe, 
but let that paQe, as my Ladie Mayrefle faies. 
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Hodge. This matter is anfwerd : come Raph, home 
with thy wife, come my fine Shoomakers, lets to our 
mailers the new Lord Mayor, and there fwagger this 
Shroue Tuefday, lie promife you wine enough, for 
Madge keepes the Seller. 

Ait. Oh rare ! Madge is a good wench. 

Ftrk. And He promife you meat enough for fimp- 
ring Sufax keeps the Larder, lie lead you to victuals 
my braue fouldiers, follow your Captaine, braue, 
harke, harke. Bell rings. 

AH. The Pancake bell rings, the Pancake bell, 
tri-lill my hearts. 

Firke. O braue, oh fweet bell, O delicate Pancakes, 
open the doores my hearts, and fhut vp the windowes, 
keepe in the houfe, let out the Pancakes, oh rare my 
hearts, let's march together for the honour of S. Hugh, 
to the great new hall in Gracious flreete corner, which 
our mailer the new Lord Maior hath built. 

Rafe. O the crew of good fellowes that will dine 
at my Lord Maiors coft to day ! 

Hodge. By the lord, my Ixird Maior is a mod braue 
man, how mail Prentifes be bound to pray for him 
and the honor of the Gentlemen Shooemakers 1 lets 
feed and bee fat with my Lordes bountie. 

Firke. O muficall Bell ftill ; Hodge, O my bre- 
thren ; there's cheere for the heauens, venifon 
paflies walke vp and downe piping hot like Serieants : 
Beefe and brewes comes marching in drifattes, fritters 
and pancakes come trowling in in wheele-barrowes, 
hens and orenges hopping in Porters bafkets, collops 
and egges in fcuttles, and tarts and cuftards comes 
quauering in in malt fhouels. 



Enter n 



■ePrentifes. 



All. Whoop, looke here, looke here. 

Hodge. How now mad lads whither away fo faft 1 

i Pren. Whither? why to the great new Hall, know 



den all the 

me. 
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you not why? the Lord Maior hath bidden a 
prentifes in Loudon to breakfaft this morning. 

All. Oh bTaue Shoomaker, oh braue Lord of in- 
comprehenfible good fellowihip, whoo, hearke you, 
the Pancake-Bell rings. Cajl vfi Caps. 

Firk. Nay more my hearts, euerie Shroue-tuefday 
is our yeare of Jubile : and when the Pancake-Bell 
rings, we are as as free as my Lord Maior, wee may 
fhut up our fhoppes and make holiday : I'le haue it 
cal'd Saint Hughs Holiday. 

All. Agreed, agreed, S;iim Jlughs Holiday. 

Hodge. And this (hall continue for euer. 

All. Oh braue ; come come my hearts, 
away. 

Firke. O eternall credit to vs of the Gentle Cra 
march faire my hearts, O rare. F.xcum 

Enter the King and his traine oner thejlnge. 

King. Is our Lord Maior of London fucli a 
lant? 

Nobleman. One of the merriefl madcaps in ; 
Land, 
Your Grace will think e when you behold the man, 
Hees rather a wild Ruffian than a Maior : 
Yet thus much He enfure your Majeflie, 
In all his actions that concerne his (late, 
He is as ferious, prouident, and wife, 
As full ot grauitie amongft the graue, 
As any Maior hath been thefe many yeares. 

King. I am with child till I behold this huffecap, 
But all my doubt is when we come in prefence. 
His madneffe will be daiht cleane out of counte- 
nance. 

Nobkm. It may be fo, my Liege. 

King. Which to preuent, 
Let fome one giue him notice 'tis our pleafure, 
That he put on his wonted merriment : 
Set forward. All. On afore. Exeunt. 
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Enter Eyre, Hodge, Firke, Eaph, and other Shoo- 
makers, all with 7iapkins on their Jiwulders. 

Eyre. Come my fine Hodge, my iolly Gentlemen 
Shoomakers, foft, where be thefe Caniballes, thefe 
varlets my officers, let them all walke and wait vpon 
my brethren, for my meaning is, that none but Shoo- 
makers, none but the liuerie of my Companie ihall in 
their fattin hoods wait vpon the trencher of my Soue- 
raigne. 

Firke. my Lord, it will be rare. 

Eyre. No more Firke, come liuely, let your fellow 
prentifes want no cheere, let wine be plentifull as 
beere, and beere as water, hang tbefc penny pinching 
fathers, that cram wealth in innocent Lambes fkinnes, 
up kuaaes, auant, looke to my guefts. 

Hodge. My Lord, we are at our wits end for roome, 
thofe hundred Tables will not feaft the fourth part of 
them. 

Eyre. Then couer me thofe hundred Tables 
againe and againe, till all my iolly prentifes be feafted : 
auoyd Hodge, runne Eaph, frifke about my nimble 
Firke, carowfe mee fadome healths to the honour of 
the fhooemakers, doe they drinke liuely Hodgel do 
they tickle it Firke% 

Firke. Tickle it ? fome of them haue taken their 
liquor (landing fo long, that they can (land no longer : 
but for meat they would eat it and they had it. 

Eyre. Want they meat I where's this fwag-belly, 
this greafie kitchiiilluffe cooke, call the varlet to me : 
want meat ? Firke, Hodge, lame Rafe, runne my tall 
men, beleaguer the Shambles, begger all Eafl-cheape, 
feme me whole Oxen in Chargers, and let Sheepe 
whine vpon the tables like Pigs, for want of good 
fellowes to eat them. Want meat % vanifli Firke, 
auant Hodge. 

Hodge. Your Lordfhip miftakes my man Firke, he 
meanes their bellies want meat, not the boords, for they 
haue drunke fo much they can eat nothing. 
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Enter Hans, Rofe, and Wijc. 
Wife. Where is my Lord ? 

Eyre. How now Lady Maqgy ? 
Wife. The Kings moll excellent Maieftie is n< 
come, he fends tne for thy honor, one of his moft 
worihipfull Peeres bad me tell thou mufi. be mer- 
rie, and fo forth : but let that pafle. 

Eyre, Is my Soueraigne come 1 vanilh my tall 
Shoomakers, my nimble brethren, looke to my guefls 
the prentizes : yet (lay a little, how now Hans, how 
lookes my little Rofe 1 

Ham. Let me requeft you to remember 
I know your honour eafily may obtaine, 
Free pardon of the King for me and Rofe, 
And reconcile me to my Uncles grace. 

Eyre. Haue done my good Hans, my honeft Jour- 
neyman, looke cheerily, I'le fall vpon both my knei 
until they be as hard as home, but I'le get 



Wife. Good my Lord haue a care what you fpeake 
to his Grace. 

Eyre. Away you Iflington whitepot, hence you 
hopper-arfe, you Barly pudding full of maggots, you 
broil d Carbonado, auant, auant, auoyd Mephiilo- 
philes : fhall Sim Eyre- learne to fpeake of you 
Lady Maggy % vanilh mother Mineuer-Cap, van- 
ifh, goe, trip and goe, meddle with your platters 
and your pifherie paflierie, your flewes and your 
whirligigs, goe, rub out mine ally ; Sim Eyre knowes 
how to fpeake to a Pope, to Sultan So/yman, to Tam- 
berlaine and he were here : and I fhall melt, fhall I 
droope hefore my Soueraigne 1 no, come my Lady 
Maggy, follow me Hans, about your bufineffe my fro- 
like freebooters : Firke, frilke about, and about, and 
about, for the honour of mad Simon Eyre, Lord Mayor 
of London. 

Firke. .Hey for the honour of the Shooemakers. 

Exeunt. 
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'ong flourijh or two, enter the King, Nobles, Eyre, 
his Wife, Lacy, Rqfc; Lacy and Rofe knecle. 

King. Well Lacy, though the fact was very foule, 
Of your reuolting from our Kingly loue, 
And your owne dude, yet we pardon you, 
Rife both, and Miilris Lacy, thanke my Lord Mayor 
For your young bridegroom here. 

Eyre, So my deare Liege, Sim Eyre and my bre- 
thren the Gentlemen Shoomakers fhall fet your fweet 
Maieilies image cheekebyiole by Saint Hugh, for this 
honour you haue done poore Simon Eyre, I befeech 
your Grace pardon my rude behauiour, I am a handi- 
crafts man, yet my heart is without craft, I would be 
forrie at my foule that my boldneffe fhould offend my 
King. 

King. Nay, I pray thee good Lord Mayor, be euen 
as merry 
As if thou wert among thy Shoomakers, 
It does me good to fee thee in this humour. 

Eyre. Saift thou me fo my fweet Dioclejian ? then 
humpe, Prince am I none, yet am I Princely borne, 
by the Lord of Ludgate my Liege, I'le be as merrie as 
a Pie. 

King. Tell me in faith mad Eyre, how old thou 
art? 

Eyre. My Liege, a very boy, a ftripling, a yonker, 
you fee not a white haire on my head, nor a gray in 
this beard, euery haire I affure thy Maiefty that 
ftickes in this beard, Sim Eyre valews at the King 
of Babihns ranfome, Tamar Chains beard was a rub- 
bing brum too't, yet I'le lhave it oft, and iluffe tennis 
balls with it to pleafe my bully King. 

King. But all this while I do not know your age. 

Eyre. My Liege, I am fix and fifty yeare old, yet 
I can cry humpe, with a found heart, for the honour 
of Saint Hugh : marke this old wench my King, I 
danc't the making of the fheets with her fix and thirtie 
yeares agoe, and yet I hope to get two or three yong 
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Lord Mayors ere I die : I am lufty Rill, Sim Eyre 
dill : care and cold lodging brings white haires. My 
fweet Maiefty, let care vaniih, caft it vpon thy Nobles, 
it will make thee looke always young like Apollo, 
and cry humpe : Prince am I none, yet am I Princely 
borne. 

King. Ha, ha, (ay Cornwall, didft thou euer fee 
his like 1 

Nobkm. Not I my Lord. 

Enter Lincolne and Lord Mayor. 

King. Lincolne what newes with you % 

Lin. My gracious Lord haue care vnto yourfelfe, 
For there are Traitors here. 

All. Traitors, where 1 who ? 

Eyre. Traitors in my houfe ? God forbid, where 
be my Officers ] Pie fpend my foule ere my King 
feele harme. 

King. Where is the Traitor, Lincolne^ 

Lin. Here he Rands. 

King. Cornwall, lay hold on Lacy : Lincolne 
fpeake, 
What canft thou lay vnto thy Nephewes charge 1 

Lin. This my deare Liege, your Grace to do me 
honour, 
Heapt on the head of this degenerous boy, 
Defertlefic fauours, you made choyce of him, 
To be Commander ouer powers in Eranee, 
But he : 

King. Good Lincolne, pre thee paufe a while, 
Euen in thine eyes I read what thou would A. fpeake, 
I know how Lacy did neglecl our loue, 
Ran himfelfe deepcly (in the highefl degree) 
Into vile treafon. 

Lin. Is he not a Traitor ) 

King. Lincolne, he was, now haue we pardoned 
him, 
'Twas not a bafe want of true valours fire 
That held him out of France, but Ioues defire. 
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I will not beare his fhame vpon my backe. 
Nor (halt thou Lincolne, I forgiue you both. 
Lin. Then good my Liege forbid the boy to wed 
One whofe ineaiie birth will much difgrace his bed. 
King. Are they not married J 

kLin. No my Liege. 
Both. We are. 
King. Shall I diuorce them then t be it farre, 
lat any hand on earth ihould dare vntie 
The facred knot knit by Gods Maieftie ; 
I would not for my Crowne difioyne their hands, 
That are coniovn'd in holy nuptiall bands : 
How faiR thou" Lacy, woulR thou loofe thy Rofel 

^Iians. Not for all Indians wealth, my Soueraigne. 
King. But Rofe I am fure her Lacy would forgoe. 
Rofe. U Knfevitrs afkt that queftion, (hee'd fay no. 
King. You heare them Lincoine. 
Ltn. Yea my Liege I do. 
King. And canfl thou finde ith heart to part thefe 
two? 
ho feekes befides you to diuorce thefe loners 1 
L. Ma. I do (my gratious Lord) I am her father. 
King. Sir Roger Otdey, our la.fl Mayor I thinke. 
Nob. The fame my Liege. 
King. Would you offend Loues lawesf 
Well you fhall haue your wills : you fued to me 
To prohibit the match : Soft, let me fee, 

•You both are married, Lacy art thou not J 
Hans. I am dread Soueraigne. 
King. Then vpon thy life, 
I charge thee not to call this woman wife. 
L. Ma. I thanke your Grace. 
Rofe. O my moll gracious Lord. kneete. 

King. Nay Rofe neuer wooe me, I tell you true, 
Although as yet I am a Batchelor, 
Yet I beleeue I (hall not marrie you, 

Rofe. Can you diuide the body from the foule, 
Yet make the body liue 1 

Yea, fo profound t 
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I cannot Reft, but you I mufl diuide, 
Faire maid this Bridegroome cannot be your Bride, 
Are you pleafd Lincolne'i Otky, are you pleafdl 
Both. Yes my Lord. 
King. Then mufl my heart be eafd, 
For credit me, my conference liues in paine, 
Till thefe whom I diuorc'd be ioyned againe : 
Lacy giue me thy hand, Rofe lend me thine, 
Be what you would be : kiffe now : fo, that's fine, 
At night (Louers) to bed : now let me fee, 
Which of you all miflikes this harmony) 

L. Ma. Will you then take from me my childe 

perforce 1 
King. Why tell me Otky fhines not Lacys name, 
As bright in the worlds eye, as the gay beames 
Of any Citizen 1 

Lin. Yea but my gracious Lord, 
I doe mifiike the match farre more than he, 
Her bloud is too too bafe. 

King. Lincolne no more, 
Don. thou not know, that loue refpects no bloud 1 
Cares not for difference of birth or ftate, 
The maid is young, well borne, faire, vertuous, 
A worthy Bride for any Gentleman : 
Belides your Nephew for her fake did ftoope 
To bare neceffitie ; and as I heare, 
Forgetting honours and all Courtly pleafures, 
To gaine her loue became a fhoomaker : 
As for the honour which he loll in France, 
Thus I redeeme it : Lacy kneele thee downe, 
Arife Sir Rowland Lacy : tell me now, 
Tell me in earned Otky, canft thou chide 1 
Seeing thy Rofe a Lady and a Bride. 

L. Ma. I am content with what your Grace hath 
done. 

Line. And I my Liege fince there's no remedy. 
King. Come on then, all (hake hands, Tie haue 
you friends 
Where there is much loue all difcord ends : 
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my fine Journeyman here, Rowland Lacy, and all 
thefe fauours which you haue fhowne to me this day 
in my poore houfe, will make Simon Eyre Hue longer 
by one dozen of wanne Summers more than he mould. 

King. Nay my mad Lord Mayor, (that ihall be 
thy name) 
If any grace of mine can length thy life, 
One honour more I'le doe thee, that new building, 
Which at thy coft in Cornehill is erected, 
Shall take a name from vs, wee'le haue it call'd, 
The Leaden Hall, becaufe in digging it, 
You found the lead that couereth the lame. 

Eyre. I thanke your Maiefly. 

Wife. God bleffe your grace. 

King. Lineal/in, a word with you. 

Enter Hodge, Firkc, Rafe, and more Shoemakers. 

Eyre. How now my mad knaues ? Peace, fpeake 
foftly, yonder is the King. 

mg. With the old troope which there we keepe 
in pay, 
We will incorporate a new fupply : 
Before one Summer more pafie ore my head, 
France fhall repent England was iniured, 
What are all thofe J 

Hans. All Shoomakers my Liege, 
Sometimes my fellowes, in their companies 
I liu'd as merry as an Emperor. 

King. My mad Lord Mayor, are all thefe Shoo- 
makers t 

Eyre. All Shoomakers my Liege, all Gentlemen of 

ic Gentle Craft, true Troy an a, couragious Cord- 
wainers, they all kneele to the Shrine pf holy Saint 
Hugh. 

All. God faue your Maiefly all fhoomakers. 

King. Mad Simon, would they any thing with v 



Eyre. Mum, mad knaues n 



i word, I'le doo't I 
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it you. They are all Beggers my Liege, all fc 
themfelues and I for them all, on both my knees doe 
intreat, that for the honour of poore Simon Eyre, and 
i of his Brethren thefe madknaues your Grace 
would vouchfafe fome priuilege to my new Leaden 
hall, that it may be lawfull for vs to buy and 
Leather there two dayes in a weeke. 

Mad Sim, I grant your fute, you (hall hi 
Patent 
To hold two market dayes in Leaden-Hall, 
Mondayes and Fridays, Lhofe mail be the times 
Will this content you? 

All. Jefus bleffe your Grace. 

Eyre. In the name of thefe my poore brethren 

Shoemakers, 1 mod humblie thanke your Grace. 

But before I rife, feeing you are in the giuing veine, 

and we in the begging, grant Sim Eyre one boone 

King. What is it my Ixird Mayor? 

Eyre. Vouchfafe to taft of a poore Banquet, that' 
fweetly waiting for your fweet prefence. 

King. I fliall vudoe thee Eyre only with this, (5) 
Alreadie haue I beene too troublefome, 
Say, haue I notl 

Eyre. O my deare King, Sim Eyre cannot fay fo ; 
vpon a day of fhrouing which I promifl to all the 
merrie Prentifes of London : for an't pleafe you when 
I was prentife (6) 

I bare the water- tankard, and my coat 
Sits not a whit the worfe vpon my backe : 
And then vpon a morning, fome mad boyes 
(It was Shroue-tuefday, euen as 'tis now) 
Gaue me my break/ail, and I fwore then by tl 
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(5) only with feafts. 1600. 

(6) O my deere King Sim Eyn was taken vnauares vpon a 
day of ihroumg wliidi I promirt lung ago to the prentifes o' 
London : fur and: |>k-.il'e your I iiylmes, in time pad, &-c. 
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flopple of my Tankard, if euer I came to be Lord 

Mayor of London^ I would feafl al the Prentifes. This 

day my Liege I did it, and the flaues had an hundred 

Tables fiue times couered, they are gone home and 

vanifht. 

Yet adde more glorie to the Gentle Trade, 

Tafte of Eyres Banquet, Simoris happie made. 

King. I will tafle of thy Banquet, and will fay, 
I haue not met more pleafure on a day ; 
Friends of the Gentle Craft, thankes to you all, 
Thankes my kinde Lady Mayreffe for our cheere : 
Come Lords a while let's reuell it at home, 
When all our f ports, and banquetings are done 
Warres mufl right wrongs which Frenchmen haue 
begun. (7) Exeunt 



(7) The later Editions read : 
When all our words and banquetings are done, 
We mull right wrongs which Frenchmen haue begun. 
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The Prologue at Court : Enter two 
old men. 



A Re you then trauelling to the temple of Eliza 1 
a. Euen to her temple are ray feeble limmes 
trauelling. Some cal her Pandora : fome Gioriana, 
fome Cynthia : fome Delphcebe, fame Aftnea : all by 
feuerall names to exprefle feuerall loues ; Vet all 
thofe names make but one celefliall body, as all thofe 
loues meete to create but one foule. 

i. I am one of her owne countrie, and we adore 
her by the name of Eliza. 

2. Bleffed name, happie countrie : Your Eliza 
makes your land Elizium : but what doe you offer t 

, i. That which all true Subjects mould : when I was 
young, an Armed hand ; now I am crooked, an vp- 
right heart : But what offer you ? 

2. That which all flraungers doe : two eyes ilrucke 
blinde with admiration : Two lips (proud to found her 
glorie :) Two hands held vp full of prayers and 
praifes : What not, that may exprefle louel what not, 
that may make her beloued 1 

i. How long ifl fince you lad beheld her J 

a. A iufl yeere : yet that yeere hath feemd to me 
but one day, becaufe her glorie hath beene my 
howrely contemplation, and yet that yeere hath feemd 
to me more then twice feuen yeres, becaufe fo long I 
haue beene abfent from her. Come therefore, good 
father, lets goe fafter, leail we come too late : for fee, 
the Tapers of the night are already lighted, and ftand 
brightly burning in their ilarrieCandleftickes: See howe 
glorioufly the Moone mines vpon vs. Both knecle. 

i. Peace foole : tremble, and koeele: The Moone 
faift thou t 
Our eyes are dazled by Elizaes beames, 
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See (if at leaft thou dare fee) where fhee fits : 
This is the great Pantheon of our Goddefle, 
And all thole faces which thine eyes thought flanres 
Are Nymphes attending on her deitie. 
Prithee begin, for I want power to fpeake. 

2. No, no, fpeake thou, I want words to begin. 
Weet 

i. Alacke what fhall I doe % com'ft thou with n 
And weepfl now thou beholdft this Maieaiel 

2. Great land-lady of hearts, pardon me. 

i. Blame not mine eyes, good father, in 
teares. 

a. My pure loue ihines, as thine doth in thy fea 
I weepe for ioy to fee fo many heads 
Of prudent Ladies, clothed in the liuerie 
Of liluer-handed age, for feruing you, 
Whilfl in your eyes youthes glory doth renue : 
I weepe for ioy to fee the Sunne looke old, 
To fee the Moone mad at her often change, 
To fee the Starres onely by night to fhine, 
Whilft you are ftill bright, llill one, flill diuine : 
I weepe for ioy to fee the world decay, 
Vet fee Elba flourifliing like May : 
O pardon me your Pilgrim, I haue meafurd 
Many a mile to find you : and haue brought, 
Old Fortunatus and his family, 
With other Cipnots (my poore countrie men) 
To pay a whole yeeres tribute : O vouchfafe, 
Dread Queene of Fayries, with your gracious eyes, 
T'accept theirs and our humble facrifice. 

i. Now tie beg for thee too : and yet I need not : 
Her facred hand hath euermore beene knowne, 
As foone held out to ftraungers as her owne. 

a. Thou doeft incourage me : He fetch them in, 
They haue no princely gifts, we are all poore, 
Our offrings are true hearts, who can with more? 

Exeunt. 
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OF Loues fweete war, our timerous Mufe doth fmg, 
And to the bofome of each gentle deare, 
Offence her Arties tunes, borne on the wing 
Of facred Poefy. A benumraing feare, 
(That your nice foules, cloyd with dilicious founds, 
Will loath her lowly notes) makes her pull in 
Her fainting pineons, and her fpirit confounds 
Before the weake voice of her fong begin- 
Yet fince within the circle of each eye, 
(Being like fo many Suns in his round Sphere) 
No wrinckle yet is feene, ftieele dare to flie, 
Borne vp with hopes, that as you oft do reare 
With your faire hands, thofe who would els finke 

down, 
So Tome will deigne to fmile, where all might frown : 
And for this fmal Circumference mufl fland, 
For the imagind Sur-face of much land, 
Of many kingdomes, and fince many a mile, 
Should here be meafurd out : our mufe intreats, 
Your thoughts to helpe poore Art, and to allow, 
That I may feme as Chorus to her fcences, 
She begs your pardon, for fheele fend one foorth, 
Not when the lawes of Poefy doe call, 
But as the florie needes, your gracious eye 
Giues life to Fortunatus hiflorie. Exit. 



. 




THE COMEDIE OF 

Olde Fortunatus. 



Enter Fortunatus mtanely attired, ha walkes 
ere hefpeake once or twice about 
Nuts. 



Fortunatus. 
i, ho, ho, ho, ho. 
Eccho within. Ho, ho, ho, ho. 
tun. There boy. 
Eccho. There boy. 

Fort. And thou bee'ft a goodfellow, tel me how 
cal'ft this wood. 

» Eccho. This wood. 
Fort. I this wood, & which is my bed way out 
Eccho. Bell way out. 
Fort. Ha, ha, ha, thats true, my bed way out, is 
my befl way out, but how that out will come in, by this 
Maggot I know not, I fee by this we are all wormes 
meate : well, I am very poore and verie patient, Pa- 
tience is a vertue : would I were not vertuous, thats to 
fay, not poore, but full of vice, (thats to fay, ful of 
chinckes) Ha, ha, fo I am, for I am fo full of chinckes, 
that a Horfe with one eye may looke through and 
through me, I haue nghed long, and that makes me 
windie : f haue failed long, and that makes me chart, 
marie I have praied little, and that makes mee I dill 
daunce in this coniuring circle : I haue wandred long, 
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and that makes me wearie ; but for my wearineffe, anon 
He lie down, in ileade of falling ile feede vpon Nuts, 
and in (lead of fighing will laugh and bee leane, 
Sirra, Eccho. 

Eccho. Sirra Eccho. 

Fort. Heres a Nut. 

Eccho. Heres a Nut 

Fort. Cracke it 

Eccho. Cracke it. 

Fort. Hang thy felfe. 

Eccho. Hang thy felfe. 

Fort. Th'art a knaue, a knaue. 

Eccho. A knaue, a knaue. 

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Eccho. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Fortunai. Why fo, two fooles iaugh at one an- 
other, I at my tittle tattle gammer eccho, and fhee at 
me. Shortly there will creepe out in print fome filthie 
booke of the old hoarie wandring Knight, meaning 
: would I were that booke, for then I mould, be 
Aire to creepe out from hence : I fhould bee a _ 
fouldiour, for I trauerfe my ground rarely, marrie I fee 
neither enemie nor friends, but Popinmyes, and Squir- 
rels, and Apes, and Owles, and Dawes, and Wagtailes, 
and the fpite is that none of thefe graffe-eaters can 
fpeake my language, but this foole that raockes n 
and fweares to haue the !aft word (in fpite of my teeth) 
I, and fhee (hall haue it becaufe fhee is a woman, 
which kind of cattell are indeede all Eccho, nothing 
but tongue, and are like the great bell of S. Michaels 
in Cyprus, that keepes moil rumbling when men 
would moft fleepe. Eccho, a poxe on thee for mock- 
ing me. 

Eccho. A poxe on thee for mocking me. 

Fortunat. Why fo, Snip fnap, this wane is at an 
end, but this wilderneffe is world without end, to fee 
how trauell can- tranfforme : my teeth are turn'd into 
Nutcrackers, a thoufand to one I breake out fhortly, for 
I am full of nothing, but waxing kernels, ray tongue 
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fpeakes no language but an Almond for Parrat, and 
cracke rae this Nut : If I hop three daies more vp and 
downe this cage of Coockooes nefls, I Shall turne wilde 
man fure, and be hyred to throw Squibs among the 
Cominaltie vpon fome terrible day. In the meane 
time to tell truth here will I he. Farwell foole. 

Eccho. Farwell foole. 

Fort. Are not thefe comfortable words to a wife 
man! All haile Signior tree, by your leaue ile ileepe 
vnder your leaues, I pray bow to me, and ile bend to 
you, for your backe and my browes mud, I doubt, 
haue a game or two at Noddie erre I wake againe : 

iwne great heart, downe. Hey, ho, well, well. 



down 



lyes downe and Jleepes : Enter a Gardiner, a 
Smith, a Monke,a Shepheard all crown' d,a Nimph 
with a Globe, another with Fortunes wheele, then 
Fortune: After her jowre Kings with broken 
Crownes and Scepters, chained in ftfuer Glues and 
led by her. Theforemod come out Jinging. Fortune 
takes her Chatre, the Kings lying at her feete,Jhtt 
treading on them asjhee goes vp. 



The Song. 

Fortune fmiles, cry holyday, 
Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell, 
Fortune frownes, cry wellada, 
Her loue is heauen, her hate is hell : 
Since heauen and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes doe lowre, 
Since heauen and hell her power obey, 
When lliee fmiles, crie holy day. 
Holy-day with ioy we cry 
And bend, and bend and merily, 
Sing Hymnes to Fortunes deitie, 
Sing Hymnes to Fortunes deitie. 
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t vs ling, merrily, merrily, merrily, 
th ourfong let heauen refound, 
Fortunes hands our heads haue crown' d, 
Let vs ling merrily, merrily, merrily. 



i. King. Accurfed Queene of chaimce, what I: 
we done, 
Who hauing foroe times like young Phaetons, 
Ryd in the buraillit Charriot of the Sun, 
And fometimes beene thy minions, when thy fingers 
Weau'd wanton love-nets in our curled hayre, 
And with fweete iugling kiffes warm'd our cheekes : 
Oh how haue we offended thy proud eyes, 
That thus we mould be fpurnd and trod vpon, 
Whilfl thofe infeifled limmes of the ficke world, 
Are fixt by thee for ftarres in that bright Sphere, 
Wherein our Sunne like Radiance did appeare. 

All the Ktnqs. 
Accurfed Queene of chaimce, damn'd forcereffe. 

The reft. 
Moll powr'full Queene of chaunce dread foueraigi 

neffe. 
Fort. No more : curfe on : your cries to mt 

Muficke, 
And fill the facred roundure of mine eares, 
With tunes more fweete then mouing of the Sphei 
Curfe on : on our celeftiall browes doe fit 
Un-numbred fmiles, which then leaps from their 

throne, 
When they fee Peafants daunce and Monarches 

groane. 
Behold you not this Globe, this golden bowle, 
This toy cal'd worlde at our Imperiall feete 1 
This world is Fortunes ball wherewith (he fports. 
Sometimes I flrike it vp into the ayre, 
And then create I Emperours and kings ; 
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Sometimes I fpurne it : at which fpurne crawles out 

That wild bead multitude : curie on you fooles, 

Tis I that tumble Princes from their thrones, 

And gild falfe browes with glittering diadems, 

Tis I that tread on neckes of Conquerours, 

And when like Semi-gods they haue beene drawne, 

In Iuorie Charriots to the capitoll, 

Circled about with wonder of all eyes, 

The fhouts of euery tongue, loue of all hearts, 

Being fwolne with their owne greatncffe, I haue prickt 

The bladder of their pride, and made them die, 

As water bubbles (without memorie) 

I thruft bafe cowards into Honours chaire, 

Whilft the true fpirited Souldiour ftands by 

Bare headed, and all bare, whilft at his fkarres 

They fkoffe, that nere duril view the face of warres. 

I fet an Ideots cap on vertues head, 

Turne learning out of doores, clothe wit in ragges, 

And paint ten thoufand Images of Loame, 

In gawdie filken colours : on the backes 

Of Mules and Affes I make affes ride, 

Onely for fport, to fee the Apifh world 

Worfhip fuch beafls with found idolatrie. 

This Fortune does, and when this is done, 

She fits and fmiles to heare fome curie her name, 

And fome with adoration crowne her fame. 

Monck. True center of this wide circumference, 
Sacred commaundreffe of the deflinies, 
Our tongues ihall onely fownd thy excellence. 

77ie reft. Thy excellence our tongues fhall onely 
found. 



Thefaond King. 

Thou painted ftnimpet, that with honied fmiles, 
Openefl the gates of heauen and criefl, Come in, 
Whofe glories being feene, thou with one frowne, 
(In pride) lower then hell tumblefl vs downe. 
All Kings. Euer for euer wil we banne thy nan 
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Fort. How fweete your bowlings rellifti i 

eares ? She comet downe 

Stand by ; now rife, behold, here lies a wretch. 
To vex your foules, this begger ile aduaunce 
Beyond the fway of thought, take inftruments, 
And let the raptures of choice Hnrmonie, 
Through the hollow windings of his eare, 
Mufieke a while, and he waketk. 
Carrie their facred founds, & wake each fence, 
To (land amaz'd at our bright Eminence. 

Fortmat. Oh, how am I tranfported ! Is this 

earth) 
Or blea Elizium ? 

Fortune. Fortunatns, rife. 

Fort, Dread Goddefle, how ihould fuch a wretch 
asl 
Be knowne to fuch a glorious deitie % 
Oh pardon me : for to this place I come, 
Lead by my fate, not folly ; in this wood 
With wearie forrow haue I wandered, 
And three times fcene the fweating Sun take reft, 
And three times franticke Cynthia naked ride, 
About the ruilie high-waies of the ikies 
Stucke full of burning Starres, which lent her light 
To court her Negro paramour grim night. 

Fortune. This trauell now expires : yet from this 

Where I and thefe with fairie troo pes abide, 
Thou canfl not ftir, unlefle I be thy guide. 
I the worlds Empreffe am Fortune my name, 
This hand hath written in thicke leaues of fleele 
An euerlafling booke of changeleffe Fate, 
Shewing whoe's happie, who vnfortunate. 

Fort. If euerie name (dread Queene) be there 
writ down, 
I am fure mine Hands in CaraiTlers of blacke, 
Though happines her felfe lie in my name, 
I am forrowes heire, and eldeil fonne to fhame. 



Olde Fortunatus. 93 

Tfie Kings. No, we are fans to fliame, and for- 

Fortune. Thou (halt be one of Fortunes minions : 
Behold thefe foure chain' d like Tartarian flaues, 
Thefo I created Emperours and Kings, 
And thefe are now my bafeft vnderlings : 

s fometimes was a Germane Emperour, 
Henry the fift, who being firfl. depof"d, 
Was after thmft into a dungeon, 
And thus in filuer chaines fhall rot to death. 
This Frederick Barbaroffa Emperour 
Of Almaine once : but by Pope Alexander 
Now fpurn'd and trod on when he takes his horfe, 
And in thefe fetters fhall he die his flaue. 
This wretch once wore the diademe of Fraunce, 
{Lewes the meeke,) but through his childrens pride, 
Thus haue I caufed him to be famifhed. 
Here (lands the verie foule of miferie 
Poore Baiazet old Turkifli Emperour, 
And once the greateft Monarch in the Eafl ; 
Fortune her felfe is faid to view thy fall, 
And grieues to fee thee glad to Ucke yp crommes 
At the proud feete of that great Scithian fwaine, 
Fortunes bed minion, warlike Tamberlaine : 
Yet mud thou in a cage of Iron be drawne 
In triumph at his heeles, and there in griefe 
Daili out thy braines. 

77ie third King. Oh miferable me. 

Fortune. No teares can melt the heart of deftmie : 
Thefe haue I ruin'd and exalted thofe r 
Thefe hands haue conquerd Spaine, thefe browes 

fillvp 
The golden circle of rich Portugall. 
Viriat a Monarch now, but borne a fhepherd. 
This Primiflaus (a Bohemian king) 
Laft day a Carter : this Monke Gregorie 
Now lifted to the Papal! dignitie, 
Wretches, why gnaw you not your fingers off, 
And teare your tongues out, feeing your felues trod 
downe, 



94 



The Comedie of 



And this Duch Botcher wearing Munfters crownet 

John Leyden borne in Holland poore and bafe, 

Now rich in Emperie and Fortunes grace. 

As thefe I haue aduanc'd, fo will I thee. 

Sis gifts T fpend vpon mortalitie, 

Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long life, and 

riches, 
Out of my bountie : one of thefe is thine, 
Choofe then which likes thee beft- 

Fortumit. Oh moft diuine : 
Giue me but leaue to borrow wonders eye, 
To looke (amaz'd) at thy bright maieflie, 
Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long 

Fortune. Before thy foule (at this deepe Lotterie) 
Draw foorth her prize, ordain'd by deftinie, 
Know that heres no recanting a firil choice. 
Choofe then difcreetly (for the lawes of Fate, 
Being grauen in fleele, mufl fland inuiolate.) 

Fortunai, Daughters of Joue and the vnblemifht 
night, 
Mod righteous Parce, guide my Genius right, 
Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long life, 

Fortune. Staie, Fortunatus, once more heare me 

If thou kifle wifedomes cheeke and make her thine, 

Sheele breath into thy lips diuinitie, 

And thou (like Phebus) fhalt fpeake Oracle, 

Thy heauen-infpired foule, on wifedomes wings, 

Shall Sie vp to the Parliament of Joue, 

And read the Statutes of etemitie, 

And fee whats paft, and learne what is to come. 

If thou lay claime to ftrength, Armies fhall quake, 

To fee thee frowne : as Kings at mine doe lie, 

So fhall thy feete trample on Emperie ; 

Make Health thine obiecl, thou fhall be ftrong proofe, 

Gainft the decpe fearching darts of furfetting, 

Be euer mcrrie, euer reuelling. 
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With but for beautie, and within thine eyes, 
Two naked Cupids amoroufly fhall fwim, 
And on thy cheekes ile mixe fuch white and red, 
That Joue fhall turne away young Gammede, 
And with immortall armes lliall circle tbee. 
Are thy defires long life ? thy vitall thread 
Shal he ftretcht out, thou llialt behold the chaunge 
Of Monarchies, and fee thofe children die, 
Whofe great great Graundfires now in cradles lie. 
If through Golds facred hunger thou doll pine, 
Thofe gilded wantons which in fwamies doe runne, 
To warme their llender bodies in the funne, 
Shall iland for number of thofe golden piles, 
Which in rich pride (hall fwell before thy feete, 
As thofe are ; fo fhall theie be infinite. 
Awaken then thy foules bell faculties, 

(And gladly kiffe this bounteous hand of Fate, 
Which ilriues to bleue thy name of Fortunate. 
The Kings. Old man, take heede, her fmiles wil 
murder thee. 
Th' other. Old man, (heele crowne thee with 
felicitie. 
Fort. Oh, whither am I wrap't beyond my felfe ? 
More violent conflicts fight in e'rie thought, 
Than his whofe fatall choice Troves downfall wrought. 
Shall I contract my felfe to wifedomes lone ? 
Then I lofe riches : And a wifeman poore, 
Is like a facred booke thats neuer read, 
To himfelfe he liues, and to all els feemes dead. 
This age thinks better of a gilded foole, 
Then of a threedbare Saint in wifedomes fchoole. 
I will be ftrong : then I refufe long life, 
And though mine arme mould conquer t wen tie worlds, 
Theres a leane fellow beates all conquerours : 
The greateil ftrength expires with loffe of breath. 
The mightieil {in one minute) floope to death. 
Then take long life, or Health : fhould I doe fo, 
I might grow vgly, and that tedious Scrole 
Of Months and yeeres, much miferie may enrole : 
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Therefore ile beg for beautie ; yet I will not, 
That faired cheeke hath oftentimes a foule 
Leaprous as finne it felfe : then hell more foule. 
The wifedome of this world is Idiotifme, 
Strength a weake reede : Health ficknefTe enemie, 
(And it at length will haue the viclorie.) 
Beautie is but a painting, and long life 
Is a long iorney in December gon, 
Tedious and full of tribulation. 
Therefore dread facred EmprefTe make me rich, 
Kneele d 
My choice is ilore of gold ; the rich are wife. 
He that vpon his backe rich garments weares, 
Is wife, though on his head grow Midas eares. 
Gold is the ftrength, the finnewes of the world, 
The Health, the foule, the beautie moil diuine, 
A mafke of Gold hides all deformities ; 
Gold is heauens phificke, lifes reftoratiue, 
Oh therefore make me rich : Not as the wretch, 
That onely ferues leane banquets to his eye, 
Has Gold, yet flames : is famifht in his flore : 
No, let me euer fpend, be neuer poore. 

Fortune. Thy latell words confine thy deflinie, 
Thou fhalt fpend euer, and be^neuer poore r 
For proofe receiue this purle : with it this vertue, 
Still when thou fhruils thy hand into the fame, 
Thou fhalt draw foorth ten pieces of bright gold, 
Currant in any Realme where then thou breathed ; 
If thou can'ft dribble out the Sea by drops. 
Then fhalt thou want : but that can nere be don, 
Nor this grow emptie. 

Fortanat. Thankes, great deitie. 
Fortune. The vertue ends when thou and thy 
fonnes end. 
This path leades thee to Cyprus, get thee hence ; 
Farewel, vaine couetous foole, thou wilt repent, 
That for the loue of drofie thou hail defpifed 
Witedomes diuine embrace, ibe would haue borne thee 
:h wings of immortaiitie ; 
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But now goe dwell with cares and quickly die, 

The Kings. We dwell with cares, yet cannot 
quickly die. 

Exeunt allfinging, manct Foriuiiaius. 
Fortunat, But now goe dwell with cares and 
quickly die 1 How quickly 1 if I die to morrow, ile be 
merrie to day : if next day, ile be merrie to morrow : 
goe dwell with cares ) Where dwels care 1 Hum 
ha, in what houfe dwels care, that I may choofe an 
honefter neighbor % In princes courts ) No, among 
faire Ladies, neither, theres no care dwels with them : 
but care how to be moll gallant Among gallants 
then \ Fie, lie, no : care is afraid Aire of a guilt 
Rapier, the fent of Mulke is her prifon, Tobacco 
choakes her, rich attire preffeth her to death. Princes, 
faire Ladies and gallants, haue amongfl you then, 
for this wet eide wench Care dwelles with wretches : 
they are wretches that feele want, I (hall feeie none if 
I be neuer poore, therefore care I caiheire you my 
companie. I wonder what blind Golfip this minx is 
that is fo prodigall, (he (hould be a good one by her 
open dealing : her name's Fortune : Its no matter 
what (he is, fo (he does as fhe faies. Thou Jhalt 
fpend e/ter, and bee neuer poore : Made, yet I feele 
nothing here to make mee rich, heres no fweete 
Muficke with her filuer found. Trie deeper : ho God 
be here: Ha, ha, i, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9 and 10, 
good, iuft ten. Its gold fure, its fo heauie, trie 
againe. 1, 2, &c. Good againe, iuft ten, and iufl ten. 
Ha, ha, ha, this is rare : a leather mint, admirable : 
an Indian mine in a Lambs (kinne, miraculous : Ile 
Gil three or fowrebagges full for my fonnes, but keepe 
this for my felfe. If that leane tawnie face Tobac- 
conill death, that tumes all into fmoke, muft turne 
rue fo quickly into allies, yet I will not moume in 
allies, but in Muficke, hey old lad be merrie. Heres 
riches, wifdome, ftrength, health, beautie, and long life. 
(If I die not quickly, fweete purfe I kiffeftliee, Fortune, 
idote thee, Care, I defpife thee, death, I dene thee. 
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Enter Ampedo, Shaddow after htm, both fad: Ant 
locia after them. 

Andelo. S'hart, why how now ; two knights of the 
poll J 

Shad. I, mailer, and wee are both forfwome, as a 
fuch woodden knights be, for we both tooke an o, 
(mary it was not corporall) you may fee by i 
cheekes, that we would not fall twentie fowTe hour 
to amend, and we haue tailed no meate fince t 
clocke told two dozen. 

Andet. That lackes not much of twentie fowre, t 
I wonder when that halfe faced Moone of thine will* 
at the ml. 

Sha. The next quarter, not this, when the fi 
in Taurus. 

Andd. Ho thats to fay, when thou eat'Il 1 
biefe. But Shadow, what day is (o day? 

Shad. Falling day. 

Andel. What day was yeiler-day ? 

Shad. Failing day too. 

Andel. Will to morrow be fo too ? 

Shad. I, and next day too. 

Andel. That will be rare, you flaue : 
For a leane dyet makes a fat wit 

Shad. I had rather be a foole & weare a fat pai 
of cheekes. 

Andel. Now am I prowder of this pouertie, which 
I know is mine owne, then a wayting gentlewoman is, 
of a frizled groatefworth of haire, that neuer grewe - o 
her head : Sirrha Shadow, now we can all U 
fweare like puritans at one bare word : this v 
makes vs like good bowlers, we are able to rub out 
and ihift in euery place. 

Shad. Thats not fo, we haue Shifted our felues ii 

no place this three moneths : marrie, we rub out in 

euery corner, but here followesno amcndement either 

of life or of liuerie. 

Andd. Why, brother Ampedo, art thou not yet 
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tii*d with riding poft 1 Come, come, light from this 
logger- headed Jade, and walke afoote, and talke with 
your poore friends. 

Shad. Nay by my troth he is like me : if his belly 
be emptie, his heart is full. 

Aiuielo. The famine of Gold gnawes his couetous 
flornacke, more then the want of good victuals : Thou 
haft lookt very deuililhly euer fmce the good Angel 
left thee : come, come, leane this broad brim fafhions, 
becaufe the world frownes vpon thee, wilt not thou 
fmile vpon vs 1 

Ampe. Did but the bitternes of mine owne for- 
tunes 
Infect my tafte, I could paint ore my cheekes 
With ruddy-coloured fmiles : tis not the want 
Of coftly dyet or defire of gold, 
Inforce this rupture in my wounded brefl. 
Oh no, our Father (if he liue) doth lie 
Under the Iron foote of miferie, 
And (as a Doue gript in a Faulcons claw) 
There pant'th for life being moll aftur'd of death. 
Brother, for him my foulc thus languifheth. 

Shad. Tis not for my old Matter that I languifh. 

Amped. I am not enamoured of this painted Idolt, 
This (trumpet world ; for her moil beautious lookes 
Are poyfned baits, hung vpon golden hookea. 
When fooles doe (wim in wealth, her Cynthian beames 
Will wantonly daunce on the filuer ftreames : 
But when this fquimeide age fees vertue poore, 
And by a little fparke fits fhiuering, 
Begging at all, relieu'd at no mans doore, 
She fmiles on her (as the Sunnc (bines on fire) 
To kill that little heate, and with her frowne 
Is proud, that the can treade poore vertue downe : 
Therefore her wrinckled brow makes not mine fowre, 
Her gifts are toyes, and I deride her power. 

Shad. Tis not the crab-tree fae'd world neither 
that makes mine fowre. 

Andelo. Her gifts toyes : wel brother vertue, we 
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haue let flip the ripe plucking of thofe toyes fo I< 
that wee florifh like Apple trees in Septen 
(which hauing the falling ficknes) beare neither 
nor leaues. 

Shad. Nay by my troth, mailer, none flourifh 
thefe withering times, but Auncient bearers am 
trurapettors. 

Andelo. Shaddow, when thou proueft a fubftance, 
then the tree of vertue and honeflie, and fuch fruit 
heauen fiiall florifh vpon earth. 

Shad. True, or when the Sunne fhines at mi 
night, or women flie, and yet they are light enouf 

Andelo. Twas neuer merie world with vs, 
purfes and bags were inuented, for now men fet lime 
twiggea to catch wealth : And gold, which ryfeth like 
the funne out of the Eaft Indies, to fliine vpon euery 
one, is Uke a Conie taken napping in a Purfenet, and 
fullers his gliftring yellow face deirie to be lapt vp in 
Lambfkins, as if the innocencie of thofe leather pri- 
fons, ihould difpence with the Cheuerillj confeiences 
of the Iron harted Jaylt 

Shad. Snudges may well be called Jaylers : ft 
a poore wretch lleale but into a debt of tenne ] 
they leade him ftraight to execution. 

Amid. Doth it not vex thee, Shaddow, to 
vp and downe Cyprus, and to meete the out-fide 
roan, lapt all in Damaike, his head and beard 
white as milke, onely with coniuring in the fnowh 
circles of the field Argent, and his nofe as red as 
Scarlet, onely with killing the ruddie bppes of Angels, 
and fuch an Image to weare on his thumbe, three 
mens liuings in the lhape of a feale Ring, whilfl 
brother vertue here, 

Shad, And you his brother Vice. 

Andd, Mod true, my little leane Iniquitie, wl 
wee three, if we ihould ftarue, cannot borrow 
millings of him neither in word nor deede : does 
this vexe thee, Shaddow ? 

Shad, Not me ; it vexes me no more to fee fui 
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a picture, then to fee an Affe laden with riches, be- 
caufe I know when hee can beare no longer, he>iuuil 
leaue his burthen to fome other beaft. ' ■' . 

Andel Art not thou mad, to fee money on Gold-, 
fmithes dalles, and none in our purfes ? 

Shad. It mads not me, I thanke the deflinies. 

Andel. By my pouertie, and thats but a threed- 
bare oath, I am more then mad, to fee fdkes and 
veluets, he crowding logt-tliL-r in Mercers (hops, as in 
prifons, onely for feare of the fmell of waxe (they 
cannot abide to fee a man made out of waxe) for 
thefe Satten commodities haue fuch fmooth con- 
fciences, that theile liaue no man giue his word for 
them, or fland bownd for their comming foorth, but 
vow to lie till they rot in thofe fhop Counters, except 
Monfieur money baile them. Shaddow, I am out of 
my little wits to fee this. 

Shad. So is not Shaddow : I am out of my wits, 
to fee fat gluttons feede all day long, whilft I that 
am Ieane, fall euery day : I am out of my wits, to fee 
our Famagofta fooles, tume halfe a fhop of wares into 
a fuite of gay apparrell, onely to make other Ideots 
laugh, and wife men to crie who's the foole now ? I 
am mad, to fee Souldiours beg, and cowards braue : 
I am mad, to fee Schollers in the Brokers fhop, and 
Dunces in the Mercers : I am mad, to fee men that 
haue no more fafhion in them then poore Shaddow, yet 
muft leape thrice a day into three orders of faihions : 
I am mad, to fee many things, but horne-mad, that 
my mouth feeles nothing. 

Andel. Why, now fhaddow, I fee thou haft a fub- 
flance : I am glad to fee thee thus mad. 

Amped. The fonnes of Fortunatus had not wont, 
Thus to repine at others happines ; 
But fooles haue alwaies this loofe garment wore, 
Being poore themfelues, they wifh all others poore, 
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madnes, 
Turae your eyes inward, and behold your foule, 
That wants more then your body : buraifh that 
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There are fowre leathern bags truft full of gold: 
Thofe fpent, ile fill you more : goe lads, be gallant : 
Shine in the flreetes of Cyprus like two (larres, 
And make them bow their knees that once did fpume 

you; 
For to effeel fuch wonders gold can turne you : 
Braue it in Famagofta, or els where, 
Ile trauell to the Turkifh Emperour : 
And then ile reuell it with Preller John, 
Or banquet with great Cham of Tartarie, 
And trie what frolicke Court the Souldan keepes ; 
lie leaue you prefently : teare off thefe rags. 
Glitter, my boyes, like Angels, that the world 
May (whilll our life in pleafures circle romes) 
Wonder at Fortunatus and his fonnes. 

Andel. Come, Shaddow : now wee'le feaft : 
royally. 

Shad. Doe, maMer, but take heede of beggerie. 

Exeunt. 

Mufick founds : Enter vice with a gilded face, and 
homes on her head : Iter garments long, painted be- 
fore with finer halfe moones, increafing by litle and 
title, ti/l they come to the full : in the midft of them 
in Capitalt letters this written : CRESCIT 
EVNDO : her garment painted behind with fooler 
faces &- diucls heads : and vnderneath it in the 
midft this •written, Ha, Ha, He : flu and others 
wearing gilded vifards, and attirde like detti/s, 
bring out a faire tree of Gold with apples en it : 
after her comes Virtue, a coxeeombe on her head, all 
in white before, and this written about the middle : 
Sibi fapit : her attire behind painted with Crownes, 
and Laurell garlands, fluckfull of jlarres, held out 
by hands, thrift out of bright cloudes, arid among 
them this written ; Dominabitur allris : Shee arid 
other Nimphes all in white with coxecombs tn 
their heads, bring a tree with greene and witherttt 
-, and litle fruit on it : ajtcr 
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picture, then to fee an AfTe laden with riches,, be- 
e I know when hee can beare no longer, he. mull 

me his burthen to fome other bead. •■■** , 

Andel Art not thou mad, to fee money on Gold-, 
nithes flalles, and none in our purfes ? 

It mads not me, I tharike the deflinies. 

Andel. By my pouertie, and thats but a threed- ■ 
e oath, I am more then mad, to fee filkes and 
eluets, lie crowding together in Mercers fhops, as in 
prifons, onely for feare of the fmell of waxe (they 
cannot abide to fee a man made out of waxe) for 
thefe Sat ten commodities haue fuch fmooth con- 
Fciences, that theile haue no man giue his word for 
them, or (land bownd for their comming foorth, but 
vow to lie till they rot in thofe fhop Counters, except 
Monfieur money baiic them. Shaddow, I am out of 
my little wits to fee this. 

Shad. So is not Shaddow : I am out of my wits, 
to fee fat gluttons feede all day long, whilil I that 
am leane, fall euery day : I am out of my wits, to fee 
our Famagofta fooles, tume halfe a (hop of wares into 
a fuite of gay apparrell, onely to make other Ideots 
laugh, and wife men to crie who's the foole BOW ? I 
am mad, to fee Souldiours beg, and cowards braue : 
I am mad, to fee SchoUers in the Brokers fhop, and 
Dunces in the Mercers : I am mad, to fee men that 
haue no more fafhion in them then poore Shaddow, yet 
muft leape thrice a day into three orders of fafhions : 
I am mad, to fee many things, but home-mad, that 
my mouth feeles nothing. 

Andel. Why, now lhaddow, I fee thou haft, a fub- 
ftance : I am glad to fee thee thus mad. 

Amped. The fonnes of Fortunatus had not wont, 
Thus to repine at others happines : 
But fooles haue alwaies this loofe garment wore. 
Being poore themfelues, they with all others poore, 
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madnes, 
Turne your eyes inward, and behold your foule, 
™"iat wants more then your body : burnilh that 
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Alacke that belt fhould fall, and bad (hould 

O pittie, pittie, pittie, moume, not fing, 
Vice is a Saint, Vertue an vnderling. 
Vice doth florifh, Vice in glorie fhines, 
Vertues braunches wither, Vertue pines. 

Fort. Florifh or wither, Fortune cares not which, 
In eithers fall or height our Eminence 
Shines equall to the Sunne : the Queene of chance 
Both vertuous foules and vicious doth aduance. 
Thefe (hadowes of your felues (hall (like your felu.es,) 
Striue to make men enamoured of their beauties, 
This groue (hall be our temple ; and henceforth 
Be confecrated to our deities. 

Vert. How few will come and kneel at vertues 
fhrine? 

Via. This contents vertue, that (he is cal'd diuine. 

Fort. Poore Vertue, Fortune grieues to fee thy 
lookes 
Want cunning to intice : Why hang thefe leaiies, 
As loofe as Autumnes haire (which euery wind, 
In mockerie blowes from his rotten browes t) 
Why like a drunkard art thou pointed at ? 
Why is this Motley-fcorne fet on thy head ) 
Why (lands thy Court wide open, but none in itt 
Why are the Chritlall pauements of thy temple, 
Not worne, not trod vpon 1 All is for this, 
Becau(e thy pride is to weare bafe attire, 
Becaufe thine eyes flame not widi amorous fire. 

Vert. Vertue is fairefl in a poore aray. 

Fort. Poore foole, tis not this badge of puritie, 
Nor SUnfapit, (painted on thy bread,) 
Allures ruortalitie to feeke thy lone. 
No : now the great wheele of thy Globe hath runne. 
And met his firft point of creation. 
On Crutches went this world but yefter-day, 

v it lies bed-rid, and is growne fo old, 
That its growne young ; for tis a child againe, 
A childilh foule it hath, tis a meere foole : 
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a picture, then to fee an Affe laden with riches, be- 
caufe I know when hee can beare no longer, he-muft 
leaue his burthen to fome other bead. 

Andd Art not thou mad, to fee money on Gold- 
finithes ftalles, and none in our purfes ? 

Shad. It mads not me, I thanke the deilinies. 

Andd. By my pouertie, and thats but a threed- . 
bare oath, I am more then mad, to fee filkes and "- 
veluets, lie crowding together in Mercers fliops, as in 
prifons, onely for fcsre of the fmell of waxe (they 
cannot abide to fee a man made out of waxe) for 
thefe Sat ten commodities haue fuch fmooth con- 
fidences, that theile haue no man giue his word for 
them, or Hand bownd for their comming foorth, but 
vow to lie till they rot in thofe fhop Counters, except 
Monfieur money baile them. Shaddow, I am out of 
my little wits to fee this. 

Shad. So is not Shaddow : I am out of my wits, 
to fee fat gluttons feede all day long, whilfl I that 
am leane, fad euery day : I am out of my wits, to fee 
our Famagofta fooles, turne halfe a fhop of wares into 
a fuite of gay apparrell, onely to make other Ideots 
laugh, and wife men to crie who's the foole now ? I 
am mad, to fee Souldiours beg, and cowards braue : 
I am mad, to fee Schollers in the Brokers fhop, and 
Dunces in the Mercers : I am mad, to fee men that 
haue nomorefafhion in them then poore Shaddow, yet 
mull leape thrice a day into three orders of fafhions : 
I am mad, to fee many things, but horne-mad, that 
my mouth feeles nothing. 

Andd. Why, now ihaddow, I fee thou hail a fub- 
ftatice : I am glad to fee thee thus mad. 

Amped. The fonnes of Fortunatus had not wont, 
Thus to repine at others happines : 
But fooles haue alwaies this loofe garment wore, 
Being poore themfelues, they wifli all others poore, 
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madnes, 
Turne your eyes inward, and behold your foule, 
That wants more then your body ; burniih that 
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But if (in fpite of thee) their foules [ winne, 
To tafte this fruite, though thou difguife their h 
Their fhapes lhall be re-metamorphofed. 

VUe. I dare thee doe thy worft. 

Ver. My bed ile trie. 

Fori. Fortune lhall iudge who winnes the foue- 
raigntie. Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 
Chorus. The world to the circumference of heauen, 
Is as a fmall point in Geometrie, 
Whofe greatnes is fo little, that a leffe 
Cannot be made : into that narrow roome, 
Your quicke imaginations we mull charme, 
To turne that world : and fturn'd) againe to part it 
Into large kingdomes, and within one moment, 
To carrie Fortunatus on the wings 
Of actiue thought, many a thoufand miles. 
Suppofe then fince you laft beheld him here, 
That you haue faild with him vpon the feas, 
And leapt with him vpon the Afian fhores, 
Eeene feafted with him in the Tartars palace, 
And all the Courts of each Barbarian kings : 
From whence (being cald by fome vnluckie ftarre,) 

S'or happines neuer continues long,) 
elpe me to bring him backe to Arragon : 
Where for his pride (Riches make all men proude) 
On flight quarrell, by a couetous Earle, 
Fortunes deere minion is imprifoned ; 
There thinke you fee him fit with folded a 
Teares dropping downe his cheekes, his white haire 

His legges in mftie fetters, and his tongue 

Bitterly curfing that his fquint-eide foule 

Did not make choice of wifedomes facred loue, 

Fortune (to triumph in vnconftancie,) 

From prifon bailes him, (libertie is wild) 

For being let free, he like a luftie Eagle, 

Cuts with his ventrous feathers through the fkie, 
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uid lights not till he find the Turkifh court. 
Thither tranfport your eyes, and there behold him, 
Reuelling with the Eraperour of the Eaft, 
From whence (through feare) for fafegard of his life, 
(Flying into the armes of vgly night,) 
Suppofe you fee him brought to Babylon ; 
And that the Sunne (clothed all in fire) hath rid 
One quarter of his hot celefliall way 
With the bright morning, and that in this inftant, 
He and the Soldan meete, but what they fay, 
LiHen you, the talke of Kings none dare bewray. 

Exit. 

Enter the Souldan, his Noblemen, and Fortunatus. 

Sould. Art thou that Fortunatus, whofegreat name, 
Being carried in the Charriot of the winds, 
Haft fiid the Courts of all our Afian kings, 
With loue and enuie, whofe deere prefence tyes 
The eyes of admiration to thine eyes ? 
Art thou that Joue that in a mower of gold 
Appeared!! before the Turkifh Emperoui? 

Fortunat. I am that Fortunatus, mightie Souldan. 

Sould. Where is that purfe which threw abroad 
fuch treafure? 

Fort. I gaue it to the Turkifh Solrman, 
A fecond I bellowed on Prefler Iobn, 
A third the great Tartarian Cham receiued : 
For with thefe Monarches haue I banquetted, 
And rid with them in triumph through their courts, 
In chriflall Chamois drawne by Unicornes, 
England, Fraunce, Spaine, and welthy Belgia, 
And all the refl. of Europs bleifed daughters, 
Haue made my couetous eye rich in th' embrace 
Of their celeftiall beauties ; now I come, 
To fee the glorie of faire Babylon. 
Is Fortunatus wel-come to the Soldan t 
For I am like the Sunne, if loue once chide, 
My gilded browes from amorous heauen I hide. 
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Sould. Moll welcome, and moil happie are mir 

In circling fuch an earthly deitie; 

But will not Fortunatus make me blefled 

By fight of fuch a purfe I 

Fort. Ere I depart, 
The Soldan (hall receiue one at my hands : 
For I mufl fpend fome time in framing it, 
And then fome time to breathe that vertuous fpirit 
Into the heart thereof, all which is don 
By a moll facred infpiration. 

Sould. Wel-come, moil welcome to the Soldans 
court; 
Stay here and be the king of Babylon, 
Stay here, and I will more amaze thine eyes 
With wondrous fights, then can all Afia : 
Behold yon towre, there (lands mine Armourie, 
In which are Corflets forg'd of beaten gold, 
To arme ten hundred thoufand righting men, 
Whofe glittering fi}Uadrons when the Sunne beholds, 
They feeme like to ten hundred thoufand Ioues, 
When Ioue on the proude backe of thunder rydes, 
Trapt all in lightning flames : there can I (hew thee 
The ball of gold that fet all Troy on fire ; 
There fhalt thou fee the fkarfe of Cupids mother, 
Snatcht from tiie foft moyft Iuorie of her arme, 
To wrap about Adonis wounded thigh, 
There (halt thou fee a wheele of Titans care, 
Which dropt from heauen when Phaeton fir'd the 

He giue thee (if thou wilt) two fiiuer Doues 
Compofd by Magicke to diuide the ayre, 
Who (as they flie) (hall clap their fiiuer wings, 
And giue fLratmge muficke to the Elements j 
He giue thee els the fanne of Proferpine, 
Which in reward (for a fweete Thracian fong,) 
The black-hrowd Empr^fte threw to Orpheus, 
Being come to fetch Euridice from hell. 
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Fort. Hath euer mortal! eye beheld thefe won- 
ders ? 
Seuid. Thine mall .behold them, and make choice 

So thou wilt giue the Souldan fuch a purfe. 

Fort. By Fortunes blefled hand {who chrillned 
me) 
The mightie Souldan fliall haue fuch a purfe, 
Prouided I may fee thefe prizelefle wonders. 

Sould. Leaue vs alone : neuer was mortal eare 

Fxeunt Nobles. 
Acquainted with the vertue of a Jewell, 
Which now ile ihew, (out-valuing all the reft.) 

Fori. It is impoffible. 

Sould. Behold this Cafket,— Draw a Curtaine. 
Fettered in golden chaines, the Lock pure gold, 
The key of follide gold, which my telfe keepe, 
And heres the treafure thats contained in it, 

Takes out the Hal. 

Fort, A courfe felt Hat J is this the precious 
Jewel ? 

Sould. He not exchange this, for ten Diadems. 
On paine of death, none liften to our talke. 

fort. What needes this folemne coniuration ! 

Sould. 0, yes, for none Ihall vnderftand the worth 
Of this in e dim able ornament, 
But you : and yet not you, but that you fweare 
By her white hand, that lent you fuch a name, 
To leaue a wondrous parte in Babylon. 

Fort. 'What I haue fworae, I will not violate, 
But now vncouer the vertues of this Hatte. 

Sould, I thinke none liften ; if they doe, they die. 

Fort. None liften: tell : what needs this iealoufie 1 

Sould. You fee tis poore in fhew ; did I wan* 
Jewels, 
Gold could beget them, but the wide worlds wealth 
Euyes not this Hat ; this clapt vpon my head, 
I (oneiy with a wifh) am through the ayre, 
Tranfported in a moment ouer Seas, 
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And ouer lands to any fecrete place ; 
By this I fteale to euery Princes court, 
And heare their priuate councels and preuent 
All daungers which to Babylon are meant 
By helpe of this I oft fee armies ioyne. 
Though when the dreadfull Aluarado founds, 
I am diftant from the place a thoufand leagues, 
Oh, had I fuch a purfe and fuch a Hat, 
The Souldan were, of all, mod fortunate. 

Fort. Oh, had I fuch a Hat, then were I braue. 
Wheres he that made it 1 

Soutd, Dead, and the whole world 
Yeelds not a workman that can frame the like. 

Fort. No does ) by "what trick thai I make this 

mine J A fide. 

Me thinkes, me thinkes, when you are borne o're Seas, 

And ouer lands, the heauinelfe thereof 

Should waigh you downe, drowne you, or breake youi 

necke, 

Sould. No, tis more light then any Hat befide : 
Your hand (hall peife it. 

Fort. Oh, tis woudrous heauie. 

Sould. Fie, ya're deceau'd : trie it vpon your head. 

Fort. Would I were now in Cyprus with my fons. 
Exit. 

Sould. Stay, Fottunatus, ftay, I am vndone. 
Treafon, Lords, treafon, get me wings, ile flie 
After this damn'd Traytor through the ayre. 

Enter Nobles. 

Nob. Who wrongs the mightie king of Babylon l 
Sould. This Fortunatus, this fiend wrongs your 

king. 
Nobl. Locke the Court gates, where is the diuell 

hid) 
Sould. No gates no grates of Iron imprifon him, 
Like a Magician breakes he through the clouds, 
Bearing my foule with him, for that Iewell gon, 
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I am dead, and all is droffe in Babylon. 
Flie after him, tis vaine, on the winds wings, 
Heele ride through all the Courts of earthly kings. 

Nobl. What is the Iewell that your grace hath loft ? 

Sould. He dies that troubles me ; call me not 



For ile confume my life in forrowing. 



Exeunt. 



Enter Andelocia very g 



(, and Shaddow. 



P Andel. Shaddow 1 what haue I loft to day at dice ? 
Shad. More then you will win againe in a month. 
Andel. Why Or, how much comes it to ? 

Shad. It comes to nothing, Sir, for you haue loft 
your wits, and when a mans wittes are loft, the man is 
like twentie poundes worth of Tobacco, wbich mounts 
into th' aire, and prooues nothing but one thing. 

Andelo. And what thing is that, you AffeT 

Shad. Marrie fir, that he is an afle that melts fo 
much money in fmoke. 

Andel. Twere a charitable deed to hang thee a 
fmoking. 

Shad. I mould neuer make good bacon, becaufe I 
am not fat 

Andel. lie befworne thy wit is leane. 

Shad. Its happie I haue a leane wit : but mafter, 
you haue none ; for when your money tript away, that 
went after it, and euer fince you haue beene mad ; here 
corn's your brother ; borrowe a dramme of him. 

Enter Ampedo. 
If his be not mouldie : for mens wits in thefe daies, 
Are like the Cuckoo, bald once a yeere, and that 
makes Motley fo deere, and fooles fo good cheape. 

Andel. Brother, all haile. 

Shad. There's a ratling falutation. 

Andel You mufl lend me fome more money : 
Nay neuer looke fo ftraunge, and you will come off, fo : 
if you will barre me from fc|uare play, doe : come 
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tome, when the old traueller my Father coraes home, 
like a young Ape, full of fantafticke trickes, 
painted Parrat ftucke full of outlandilh feathers, heele 
leade the world in a ftring, and then (like a hot (hot) 
lie charge and dif charge all. 

Shad. I would be loth, mafter, to fee that day : 
for he leades the world in a firing that goes to 



And. Take heede I turne not that head into the 
world, and leads you fo ? 
Brother wilt be : Hay any ends of Gold or Siluer 1 

Amp. Thus wanton reuelling breedes beggerie. 
Brother, twere better that you dill liu'd poore. 
Want would make wifedome rich : but when j 

Coffers 
Swell to the brim, then royt fets vp fayles, 
And like a defperate vnlkild Mariner 
Driues your vnfteddie fortunes on the point 
Of wracke ineuitable ; of all the wealth, 
Left (by our Father, when he left vs lail) 
This tittle is vnfpent, and this being wailed, 
Your ryot ends ; therefore con fume it all, 
lie liue ; or dying, find fome buriall. 
Thankes for my crownes. 

Andd. Shaddow, I am villainous hungrie, to 
heareone of the feuenwife Mailers talke thus emptily. 

Shad. I am a villaine, mailer, if I am not hungrie. 

Andd. Becaufe tie faue this gold, firra Shaddowe, 
weele feede our felues with Paradoxes. 

Shad. Oh rare : what meat's that ? 

Andd. Meate, you gull : tis no meate : a difh ol 
Paradoxes is a feall of llraunge opinion, tis an ordi- 
narie that our greateft gallants haunt nowadaies, be- 
caufe they would be held for Statefmen. 

Sliad. I (hall neuer fil my belly with opinioi 

And. In defpite of f way-bellies, gluttons, & fweet 
mouth'd Epicures, Be haue thee maintaine a Paradox 
in commendations of hunger. 

Shad. I fliall neuer haue the ftomacke to doo't 
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Seefl thou this Crufado ? do it, & tume this 
into a feafl. 

Shad. Couetoufneffe and lecherie are two diuels, 
they'le tempt a man to wade through deepe matters : 
lie doo't though good cheare cofpire my death, for 

making treafon againfl her. 

Andel. Fall to it then with a full mouth. 

Shod. Oh famine, infpire me with thy miferable 
reafons. 
I begin, mafter. 

Amp. O miferable inuocation. 

Andel. Silence. 

Shad. Theres no man but loues one of thefe three 
beaaes, a Horfe, a Hound, or a Whore ; the Horfe 
by his goodwill, has his head euer in the maunger ; 
the Whore with your ill will has her hand euer in your 
purfe ; and a hungrie Dogge eates durtie puddings. 

Andel. This is profound, forward : the conclufion 
Of this now. 

Shad. The conclufion is plaine : For fince all men 
lone one of thefe three monflers, being fuch terrible 
eaters, therefore all men loue hunger. 

Amp. A very leane argument 

Shad. I can make it no fatter. 

Andel. Proceede, good Shaddow ; this fats me. 

Shad. Hunger is made of Gun-powder. 

Andel. Giue fire to that opinion. 

Shad. Stand by, left it blow you vp : hunger is 
made of Gun-powder, or Gun-powder of hunger ; for 
they both eate through ftone w.illes ; hunger is a 
grindftone, it fharpens wit, hunger is fuller of loue 
then Cupid, for it makes a man eate himfelfe ; hunger 
was the firfl that euer open'd a Cookes fliop ; Cookes 
the firfl that euer made fawce ; fawce being lickerifh, 
lickes vp good meate ; good meate preferues life : 
Hunger therefore preferues life. 

Amp. By my confent thou fhouldefl ftill Hue by 
hunger. 

Shad. Not fo, hunger makes no man moi'tall : 
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hunger is an excellent Phyfition : for hee dares kill 

any body : hunger is one of the feuen liberall fciences. 
Andel. O learned 1 Which of the feuen t 
Shad. Muficke, for fheele make a man leape at a 

crufl. : but as few care for her fixe lifters, fo none loue 

to daunce after her pipe : 'Hunger, mailer, is hungrie 

and couetous ; therefore the Crufado. 

Andel. But haft thou no fharper reafons then this I 
Sftad. Yes one : the dagger in Cyprus had neuer 

flabd out fuch fixe penie pipes, but for hunger. 
And. Why, you dolt, thefe pies are but in 1 

minority. 

Shad. My belly and my purfe haue beene twentie 

times at daggers drawing, with parting the little 

vrchins. 

Enter Fortunatus. 

Ampe. Peace, Idiot, peace, my Father is return'd. 

Fort. Touch mee not, boyes, I am nothing but 
ayre, let none fpeake to me, till you haue markt me 
well. 

Shad. Now fpeake your mind. 

Amp. Villaine, why haft thou chalkt my Fathers 
backe 1 

Shad. Onely to marke him, & to trie what colour 
aire is of. 

Fort. Regard hira not, Ampedo : Andelocia, 
Sliaddowe : view me, am I as you are, or am I tranf- 
form'd ? 

And. I thought trauel would turne my father, 
mad man or foole. 

Amp. How fhould you be tranfform'd I fee no 
chaunge. 

Shad. If your wits be not planet ftrucken, if your 
braines lie in their right place, you are well inough ; 
for your body is little mended by your fetching fega- 
ries. 

Attdd. Mee thinkes, father, you looke as you did, 
ouely your face is more withered. 
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Fort. Thats not my fault, age is like lone, it can- 
not be hid. 

Shad. Or like Gun-powder a fire, or like a Foole, 
or like a young nouice new come to his lands : for all 
thefe will (hew of what houfe tliey come : now fir, you 
may amplifie. 

Fort. Shaddow, turne thy tongue to a fhaddow, be 
filent : Boyes be proud, your Father hath the whole 
world in this compafle, I am all felicitie, vp to the 
brimmes. In a minute am I come from Babylon, I 
haue beene this half howre in Famagofta. 

And. Howl in a minute, father 1 Ha, ha, I fee 
trauellers mull lie. 

Shad. Tis their deftinie : the Fates doe fo confpire. 

Fori. I haue cut through the ayre like a Falcon ; 
I would haue it feeme ftraunge to you. 

Shad. So it does, Sir. 

Fort. But tis true : I would not haue you belieue 
it neither. 

Shad. No more we doe not, Sir. 

Fort. But tis miraculous & true : defire to fee you, 
brought me to Cyprus ; ile leaue you more Gold, and 
goe vifite more Countries. 

Sha. Leaue vs gold inougb, and weele make all 
Countries come vifit vs. 

Amp. Thefroflie hand of age now nips your bloud, 
And ftrowes her fnowie flowers vpon your head, 
And giue you warning that within few yeeres, 
Death needes muft marrie you : thofe fhort hues 



That dribble out your life, mull needes be fpent, 
In peace not trauell ; reft in Cyprus then. 
Could you furuaie ten worlds, yet you muft die ; 
And bitter is the fweete tliats reapt thereby. 

And. Faith father, what pleafure haue you met by 
walking your (lationst 

Fort. What pleafure, boy 1 I haue reueld with 
kings, daunc'd with Queenes, dallied with Ladies, 
worne ftraunge attires, feene fantafticoes, conuerft with 
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humorifls, beene rauifht with diuine raptures of Dorick, 
Lidian and Phrigian harmonies, I haue fpent the day 
in triumphes, and the night in banquetting. 

Andel. Oh rare : this was heaueniy. 

Shad. Me thinkes t'was horrible. 

Andel. He that would not be an Arabian Phenix 
to bume in tbefe fweete fires, let him liue like an 
Owle for the world to wonder at 

Amp. Why, brother, are not all thefe vanities 1 

Fort. Vanities) Arapedo, thy foule is made of 
lead, too dull, too ponderous to mount vp to the in- 
comprehenfible glorie, that trauell lifts men to. 

Shad. My olde maflers fouie is Corke and feathers, 
and being fo light doth eafily mount vp. 

Ande. Sweeten mine eares, good father, with fome 

Furt When in the warmth of mine owne countries 
armes 
We yawn'd like fluggards, when this fmall Horizon 
Imprifon'd vp my body, then mine eyes 
Worfhipt thefe clouds as brightefl J but, my boyes, 
The gliftring beames which doe abroad appeare, 
(In other heauens) fire is not halfe fo cleare. 

Shad. Why, fir, are there other heauens in other 
countries 9 

Andel. Peace, interrupt him not vpon thy life. 

Far. For ftill in all the Regions I haue feene, 
I fcorn'd to crowd among the muddie throng 
Of the rancke multitude, whofe thickned breath, 
Like to condenfed Fogs doe choake that beautie, 
Which els would dwell in euery kingdomes cheeke. 
No, I ftill boldly ftept into their Courts, 
For there to liue tis rare, O tis diuine ; 
There (hall you fee faces Angelical], 
There (hall you fee troopes of chaft Goddeffes, 
Whofe flar-like eyes haue power, (might they ftill 

Urine) 
To make night day, and day more chnflaltine. 
Neere thefe you fhall behold great Ueroes t 
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White headed Councellors and Jouiall fpirites, 

Standing like fierie Chembins to gard 

The Monarch, who in God-like glorie fits. 

In midft of thefe, as if this deitie 

Had with a looke created a new world ; 

The flanders by, being the faire workeraanfhip. 

AndeL Oh how my foule is rapt to a third heauen. 
He trauell fure, and liue with none but kings. 

Shad. Then Shaddow inuft die among knaues ; 
and yet why fo ? in a bunch of Cards, knaues wake 
vpon the kings. 

And. When I turne king, then {halt thou wake 
on me. 

Shad. Well, theres nothing impoffible : a dog has 
his day, and fo haue you. 

Amp. But tell me, father, haue you in all courts 
Beheld fuch glorie, fo maieflicall ? 
In all perfection ? no way blemifhedl 

Fort. In fome Courts fhall you fee ambition 
Sit piecing Dedalus old waxen wings, 
But being clapt on, and they about to flie, 
Euen when their hopes are bufied in the clouds, 
They melt againfl the Smine of maieftie, 
And downe they tumble to deflruiflion ; 
For fince the heauens firong armes teach kings to fland, 
Angels are plac'd about their glorious throne, 
— o gard it from the flrokes of Traitrous hands. 

y trauell, boyes, I haue feene all thefe things, 
Fantafticke complement ftallces vp and downe, 

n out-landifh Fethers, all his words, 
His lookes, his oathes, are all ridiculous, 
All apifh, childifh, and Italianate. 



Enter Fortune : after her three deJUni 
Shad. I know a medicine for that maladie. 

By trauell, beyes, I haue feene all thefe 

Andd. And thefe are fightes for none, but gods & 
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Shad. Yes, and for Chriflen creatures, if they be 
not blind. 

Fort. In thefe two hands doe I gripe all the world. 
This leather purfe, and this bald woollen Hat 
Make me a Monarch ; heres my Crowne and Scepter. 
In progrefie will I now goe through the world, 
He cracke your (lioulders, boyes, with bags oi gold 
Ere I depart ; on Fortunes wings I ride, 
And now fit in the height of humane pride. 

Fortune. Now, foole, thou lied; where thy proud 
feete doe tread 
Thefe ihal throw downe thy cold & breathlefie head. 

Fort. O facred deitie, what sinne is don, 
That deaths Iron fill ihould wrefUe with thy fonne 1 
Allkneele. 

Fortune. Thou art no fonne of Fortune, but her 

Thy Cedar hath afpir'd to his full height. 
Thy Sunne like gtorie hath aduaunc'd her felfe 
Into the top of prides Meridian, 
And downe amaine it comes. From beggerie 
I plum'd thee like an Oflrich, like that Odrich 
Thou baft, eaten Metals, and abufde my giftes, 
Hall plaid the Ruffian, wafted that in ryot*^ 
Which as a bleffing I bedowed on thee. 

Fort. Forgiue me, I will be more prouident. 

Fortune. No, endlefle follies follow endlefle wealth. 
Thou hadft thy fancie, I mud haue thy fate, 
Which is, to die when th'art mod fortunate. 
This inckie thread thy vgly fmnes hauefpun, 
Elacke life, blacke death ; fafter, that it were don. 

Fort. Oh, let me liue, but till I can redeeme. 

Fortune. The deftinies denie thee longer life. 

Fort I am but now lifted to happines. 

Fortune. And now I take mod pride to cad thee 
downe. 
Hadd thou chofen wifedome, this blacke had beene 

white, 
And deaths derne browe could not thy foule anight 
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Take this againer giue wifedome to my 
fonnes. 

Fortune. No, foole, tis now too late: as death 
ft,rike s thee, 
So fliall their ends hidden and wretched bee. 
Ioues daughters (righteous deftinies) make haile, 
His life hath waftefull beene, and let it waile. 

Exeunt. 
Andd. Why the pox doeft thou fweate fo 1 
Shad. For anger to fee any of Gods Creatures 
haue fuch filthie faces as thefe Semfters had that went 
hence. 

Andd. Semfters ? why, you afle, they are deftinies. 
Shad. Indeede, if it bee ones deilinie to haue a 
fillhie face, I know no remedie but to goe Malkt and 
crie, Woe worth the Fates. 

Amp. Why droopes my father 1 thefe are onely 
ihaddowes, 
Raizd by the malice of fome enemie, 
To fright your life, o're which they haue no power. 
Shad. Shaddowesl I dene their kinred. 
Fort. O Ampedo, I faint ; helpe me, my fonnes. 
Shaddow, I pray thee runne and call more 

If that defperate Don Dego death hath 
tane vp the Cudgels once, heres neuer a Fencer in 
Cyprus dare take my old mailers part 
Andd. Runne, villaine, call more helpe. 
thad. Bid him thanke the deftinies for this. Exit. 
Let me fhrincke downe, & die betweene 
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your armes, 
[elpe comes in vaine. No hand can conquer Fate, 
This inftant is the laft of my lifes date. 
This Goddeffe (if at leafl (hee be a goddefle) 
Names her felfe Fortune : wandring in a wood, 
Halfe famifht, her I met. I haue, quoth (hee, 
Sbte gifts to fpcnd vpon mortalitie, 
Wifedome, ftrength, health, beautie, long life and 
riches. 
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Out of ray bountie one of thefe is thine. 

Amp. What benefit did from your choyce arife 
Fort. Liften, my fonnes : In this fmall compi 
lies, 
Infinite treafure : this fhee gaue to mee, 
And gaue to this, this vertue, Take (quoth (hee) 
So often as from hence thou drawft thy hand, 
Ten golden peeces of that kingdomes coyne, 
Where er'e thou liu'ft, which plenteous fure fhall laft, 
After thy death, till thy fonnes liues doe wafte. 
Andel. Father, your choice was rare, the g 

Fort. It had beene fo, if riches had beene mine. 

Amp. But hath this golden vertue neuer faild ? 

Fort. Neuer. 

Andel. O admirable : heare's a fire 
Hath power to thaw the very heart of death, 
And giue Hones life, by this moft facred death, 
See brother, heres all India in my hand. 

Fort. Inherite you (my Sonnes) that golden land. 
This Hat I brought away from Babylon, 
I robd the Souldan of it, tis a prize 
Worth twentie Empires. In this Jewell lies. 

Andel. How, father* Jewell 1 call you this 
Jewell 1 It's courfe Wool], a bald fafhion, and greafie 
to the brim ; I haue bought a better Felt for a 
French crowne fortie times : Of what vertuous blocke 
is this Hat, I pray T 

Fort. Set it vpon thy head, and wifh a with, 
Thou in the moment on the winds fwift wings, 
Shalt be tranfported into any place. 

Andel. A wifhing Hat, and a golden minel 

For. Andelocia, Ampedo, now death 
Sounds his third fommons : I muft hence : 

Jewels 
To both I doe bequeath ; diuide them not, 
But vfe them equally : neuer bewray 
What vertues are in them; for if you doe, 
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Much ihame, much griefe, much daunger followes 

"a this booke : farwell : behold in me 
e rotten flrength of proud mortalitie. Dyes. 

Ampe. His foule is wandring to the Elizium (hades. 
Amid. The flowre thats freih at noone, at Sun-fet 

rother, clofe you downe his eyes, becaufe you were 
s elded ; and wiih them clofe vp your teares, whilfl 
I (as all yotiger brothers doe) fhift for my felfe : let 
vs moume, becaufe hees dead, but raourae the lefle, 
becaufe lie cannot reuiue : the honour we can doe him, 
is to burie him royally, lets about it then, for ile not 
melt my felfe to death with (calding ftghes, nor drop 
my foule out at mine eyes, were my father an Empe- 
rour. 

Amp. Hence, hence, thou ftop'ft the tide of my 

True griefe is clumbe, though it hath open eares. 

Andd. Yet God fend my griefe a tongue, that I 
may haue good vtterance for it : Sob on, brother mine, 
whilil you figh there, ile fit & read what Storie my 
tather has written here. 

»27iey both fall ajleepe: Fortune and a compame of 
Satyris enter with Muficke, and playing about For- 
tunatus body, fake them away; They gone, Shad- 
dow enters running. 
Shad. I can get none, I can find none : where are 
yon, matter? Haue I tane you napping! and you 
too t I fee forrowes eye-lids are made of a Dor- 
moufe (kin, they feldome open, or of a roifers purfe, 
that's alwaies (hut : So ho, mailer. 

Andel. Shaddow, why how now ? whats the mat- 
ter 1 

Shad. I can get none Sir, tis impoflible. 
Amp. What is impoflible 1 what canfl. not get. 
Shad. No helpe for my old mailer. 
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Andd. Haft thou beene all this while calling 
helpe 1 

Sha. Yes fir : he fcornd all Famagofta when 
was in his huffing, and now hee lies puffing for wi; 
they fay they fcorne him. 

Amp. The poyfon of their fcorne infects not hi 
He wants no helpe. See where he breathles lies 
Brother, to what place haue you borne his body I 

Andd. I beare it 1 I toucht it not. 

Amp. Nor I : a leaden flumber preft mine eyes. 

Shad. Whether it were lead or lattin that hafpt 
downe thofe winking cafements, I knowe not, but I 
found you both fnorting. 

Amp. And in that fleepe (me thought) I heard the 
tunes 
Of fullen pafiions apt for Funerals, 
And faw my Fathers liueleffe body borne 
By Satyres : O I feare that deitie 
Hath tlolne him hence, that Snudge his deftinie. 

And. I feare hees ryfen againe, didft not thou 
meete him t 

Shad. I fir ? doe you thinke this white and red 
durfl haue kift my fweete cheekes, if they had feene 
a ghoft I But, mailer, if the deftinies, or Fortune, or 
the Fates, or the Fayries haue ilolne him, neuer indite 
them for the Felonie : for by this meanes the charges 
of a Tombe is fau'd, and you being his heyres, may 
doe as many rich Executors doe, put that money in 
your purfes, and giue out that he dyed a begger. 

Andd. Away, you Roague, my Father die a beg- 
ger i 
He build a Tombe for him of maffie Gold. 

Shad. Methinkes, matter, it were better to let the 
memory of him fhine in his owne vertues (if hee had 
any) than in Alablafter. 

Andd. I (hall mangle that Alablafter face, you 
whorefon vert uo us vice. 

Shad. He has a Marble heart, that can mangle a 
face of Alablafter. 
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Andel. Brother, come, come, mourne not, our 
■"ather is but flept to agree with Charon for his boate 
hyre to Elizium. See, heres a Storie of all his tra- 
uels ; this booke fhall come out with a new Addition : 
He treade after my Fathers fteps ; ile goe meafure the 
world, therefore; lets fhare thefe Jewels, take this or 
this. 

Amp. Will you then violate our Fathers Willt 
Andel. A puritaneT keepe a dead mans Willi 
Indeed in the old time, when men were buried in foft 
Church- yard es, that their Ghofts might rife, it was 
good : but, brother, now they are imprifond in ftrong 
Brick and Marble, they are fail : feare not : away, 
away, thefe are fooleries, gulleries, trumperies ; heres 
this or this, or I am gon with both. 
Amp. Doe you as you pieafe, the finne fhall not be 
mine. 
Fooles call thofe things prophane, that are diuine. 

Andel. Are you content to weare the Jewels by 
turnesl Ile haue the purfe for a yeere, you the Hat, 
and as much gold, as youle afke ; & when my 
purfourfhip ends, ile refigne, and cap you. 

Amp. I am content to beare all difcontents. Exit. 
Andel. I fhould ferue this bearing AITe rarely now, 
if I fhould load him, but I will not, though confcience 
bee (like Phyficke) feldome vfed, (for fo it does leaft 
hurt) yet ile take a dram of it : this for him, and fome 
gold : this for me : for hauing this mint about me, 
I fhall want no wifhing Cap : gold is an Eagle, 
that can m'e to any place, and like death, that dares 
enter all places. 
Shaddow, wilt thou trauell withme t 

Sha. I lhal neuer fadge with the humor becaufe I 
cannot lie. 

And. Thou dolt, weele vifit all the kings courts in 
the world. 

Shad. So we may, and retume dolts home, but 
what mail we leame by trauaile 1 
Andel. Fafhions. 
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Shad. Thats a beaftly difeafe : me thinkes ii 
ter flaying in yourowne coutitrie. 

Andel. Howl In mine owne countrie 1 like a 
Cage-birde and fee nothing i 

Shad. Nothing 1 yes you may fee things enough, for 
what can you fee abroad that is not at home ? The fame 
Sunne cals you vp in the morning, and the fame man 
in the Moone lights you to bed at night, our fields are as 
greene as theirs in fummer, and their frolls will nip vs 
more in winter : Our birds fing as fweetly & our 
women are as faire : In other countries you fhall 
haue one drinke to you, whilfl you kifle your hand, 
and ducke, heele poyfon you : I confeffc you fhall 
meete more fooles, and afTes, and knaues abroad then 
at home (yet God be thanked we haue prettie ftore of 
all) but for Punckes, wee put them downe. 

And. Prepare thy fpirits, for thou fhalt goe with 
me, 
To England fhall our flarres direct our courfe, 
Thither the prince of Cyprus (our kings fonne) 
Is gon to fee the louely Agripyne, 
Shaddow, weele gaze vpon that Englifh dame, 
And trie what vertue gold has to inflame. 
Firfl to my brother, then away lets flie, 
Shaddow muft be a Courtier ere he die. Exit. 

Shad. If I muft, the Fates fhall bee feru'd : I 
haue feene many clownes Courtiers, then why not 
Shaddow 1 Fortune, I am for thee. Exit. 



Enter Orleans melancliolike, Galloway with him, a boy 
after them with a Lute. 

Orle. Be gone : leaue that with me, and leaue me 
to my felfe, if the King afke for me, fweare to him I 
am ficke, and thou fhalt not he, pray thee leaue me. 

Boy. I am gon, Sir. Exit. 
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0, Agripyna. 

Gall. Gentle friend, no more. 
Thou faieil loue is a madnes, hate it then, 
Euen for the names fake. 

Orle. 0, I loue that madnes, 
Euen for the names fake. 

Gall. Let me tame this frenzie. 
By telling thee thou art a prifoner here, 
By telling thee (bees daughter to a king, 
By telling thee the king of Cyprus fonne 
Shines like a Sunne, betweene her lookes and thine, 
Whilll thou feem'ft but a fLarre to Agripyne : 
He loues her. 

Crle. If he doe : why fo doe I. 

Gall. Loue is ambitious and loues maieftie. 

Orle. Deere friend, thou art decerned, loues voice 
doth fmg 
As fweetely in a begger as a king. 

Gall. Deere friend, thou art deceyu'd : O bid thy 
foule 
Lift vp her intellectual eyes to heauen, 
And (in this- ample booke of wonders) read, 
Of what celeftiall mold, what facred effence, 
Her fclfe is formd, the fearch whereof will driue 
Sounds muficall among the iarring fpirits, 
And in fweete tune fetthat which none inherits. 

Orle. lie gaze on heauen if Agripyne be there : 
If not : Fa, La, la, Sol, la, &c. 

Gall. O, call this madnes in, fee from the win- 
dowes 
Of euery eye Derifion thrults out cheekes, 
Wrinckled with Idiot laughter ; euery finger 
Is like a Dart (not from the hand of fcorae, 
By which thy name is hurt, thine honour torne. 

Orle. Laugh they at me, fweete Galloway) 

Gall. Euen at thee. 

Orle. Ha, ha, I laugh at them, are not they mad, 
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That let my true true forrow make them glad 
I daunce and ting onely to anger griefe, 
That in that anger, he might finite life downe 
With his Iron fifl. ; good heart, it feemeth then, 
They laugh to fee griefe kill me : O, fond men, 
You laugh at others teares, when others frnile, 
You teare your felues in peeces : vile, vile, vile, 
Ha, ha, when I behold a fwarme of fooles, 
Crowding together to be counted wife, 
I laugh becaufe fweete Agripine's not there, 
But weepe becaufe fhee is not any where, 
And wcepe becaufe whether thee be or not. 
My loue was euer and is ftill forgot : forgot, forgot, 
forgot. 

Gall. Draw backe this ftreame, why (hould my 
Orleans mourne ) 

Orle. Looke yonder, Galloway, doeft thou fee that 
Sunne ? 
Nay good friend, flare vpon it, marke it well. 
Ere he be two howres elder, all that glorie 
Is banifht heauen, and then (for griefe) this fkie, 
That's now fo iocund, will mourne all in blacke, 
And (hall not Orleans mourne 1 Alacke, alacke, 
O what a Sauage tyrannie it were 
Tinforce care, laugh and woe : not fhed a teare 1 
Dead is my loue, I am buried in her fcorne, 
That is my Sun-fet, and (hall I not mourne? 
Yes by my troth I will. 

Gall. Deere friend forbeare, 
Beautie (like forrow) dwelleth euery where. 
Race out this flrong Idea of her face, 
As faire as hers (hhieth in any place. 

Orle. Thou art a Traytor to that white and red, 
Which fitting on her cheekes (being Cupids throne) 
Is my hearts foueraigne : O when fhee is dead, 
This wonder (Beautie) (hall be found in none. 
Now Agripyne's not mine, I vow to be 
In loue with nothing but deformitie. 
e Deformitie, I mufe all eyes 
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Are not enamord of thee : thou didft neuer 

Murder mens hearts, or let them pine like wax, 

Melting again ft the Sunne of thy deftinie, 

Thou art a faitbfull nurie to Chaftitie, 

Thy beautie is not like to Agripynes, 

For cares, and age, and fickneiTe hers deface, 

But thine's eternal] : O Deformitie, 

Thy fairenes is not like to Agripynes, 

For (dead) her beautie will no beautie haue, 

But thy face lookes moil louely in the graue. 

Enter Prince of Cyprus and Agrifym. 

Gall. See where they come together hand in 
hand. 

Orfe. O, watch fweete Galloway, when their hands 
doe part, 
Betweene them, fhalt thou find my murdred heart. 

Cypr. By this then it feemes a thing impoflible, to 
know when an Englifh Lady loues tmely. 

Agrip. Not fo, for when her foule fteales into her 
heart, and her heart leapes vp to her eyes, and her 
eyes drop into her hands, then if fliee fay, Heres my 
hand, flices your owne, elfe neuer. 

Cyp. Heres a paire of your prifoners, lets try their 
Opinion. 

Agrip, My kind prifoners well eucountred, the 
Prince of Cyprus here and my felfe haue beene wrang- 
ling about a quefLion of lone : my Lord of Orleans, 
you looke leane, and likefl a louer ; Whether is it 
more torment to loue a Lady and neuer enioy her, or 
ahvaies to enioy a Lady, whome you cannot choofe but 
hate 1 

Orle. To hold her euer in mine armes whome I 
loath in my heart, were fome plague, yet the punifh- 
mcnt were no more then to be enioyned to keepe 
poyfon in my hand, yet never to tafte it. 

Agn. But fay you mould be coropeld to fwallow 
the poyfon ? 
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Oris, Then a fpeedy death would end a fpeedtng 
miferie: But to loue a Lady and neuer eoioy her, 
.oh it is not death, but worfe then damnation ; Tis 
hell, tis. 

Agrip. No more, no more, good Orleans, nay then 
I fee my prifoner is in loue too. 

Cypr. Me thinkes, fouldiers cannot fal into the 
fafhion of loue. 

Agrip. Me thinkes, a Souldier is the mod faithfull 
louer of all men els : for his affection (lands not vpon 
complement: his wooing is plaine home-fpun fliiffe ; 
theres no outlandifh thred in it, no Rethoricke r a 
Souldier cafls no figures to get his miflris heart, his 
loue is like his valour in the field, when he payes downe- 
right blowes. 

Gail. True, Madam, but would you receiue fuch 
pairnent 1 

Agrip. No, but I meane, I loue a Souldier bell, 
for his plaine dealing. 

Cypr. Thats as good as the firfl. 

Agrip. Be it fo, that goodneffe I like: for what 
Lady can abide to loue a Spruce filken face Courtier, 
that (lauds euery morning two or three howres learn- 
ing how to looke by his Glaffe, how to fpeake by his 
Glaffe, how to figh by his glafle, how to court his 
Miflris by his Glaffe. I would wifh him no other 
plague, but to haue a Midris as brittle as glaffe. 

Gall. And that were as bad as the home plague. 

Cypr. Are any louers polled with tin's marines 1 

Agrip. What madman are not polled with this 
loue ? yet by my troth, wee poore women doe but 
fmile in our fleeves to fee all this fopperie : yet 
we all defire to fee our louers attirde gallantly, to 
heare them fing fweetely, to behold them daunce 
comely and fuch like; but this apilh monkie fafhion 
of effeminate niceneffe, out vpon it : Oh, I hate it 
worfe then to be counted a fcould, 

Cypr- Indeede men are rnofl regarded, when they 
lead regard thenifclucs. 
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Gall. And women mod honored, when they (hew 
moil mercy to their louers. 

Ork. But ifl not a miferable tyranie, to fee a 
Lady triumph in the paffions of a foule languifhing 
through her crueltie ? 

KCypr. Me thinkes it is. 
Gall. Me thinkes tis more then tyrannie. 
Aqrip. So thinke not I ; for as there is no reafon 
hate any that lone vs, fo it were marines to loue all 
that doe not hate vs ; women are created beautifull, onely 
becaufe men ihould wooe them; for twere miferable 
tyrannie to inioyne poore women to wooe men : I 
would not heare of a woman in lone for my fathers 
kingdome. 

Cyp. I neuer heard of any woman that hated 
loue. 

Agrip. Nor I : but we had all rather die then con- 
feffe wee loue ; our glorie is to heare men figh whilfl 
we fmile, to kil them with a irowue, to ftrike them 
dead with a fharpe eye, to make you this day weare a 
Feather, and to morrow a ficke nightcap: Oh, why 
this is rare, there's a certaine deitie in this, when a 
Lady by the Magicke of her lookes, can turne a man 

»into twentie fhapes. 
Or/e. Sweete friend, (hee fpeakes this but to torture 
mee. 
Gall. He teach thee how to plague her : loue her 
not. 

Agrip. Poore Orleans, how lamentably he lookes : 
if hee ftay, heele make me furely loue him for pure 
pittie. I mufl fend him hence, for of all fortes of 
loue, I hate the French ; I pray thee, fweet prifoner, 
intreate Lord Longauile to come to me prefentiy. 

Orle. I will : and efleeme my felfe more then 
happie, that you will imploy me. Exit. 

Agrip. Watch him, watch him for Gods fake, if 
hee figh not or looke not backe. 

Cyp. He does both ; but what miflerie lyes in 
is? 
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Nay, no miflerie, tis as plaine as Cupids 
: why this is as it mould be : And efteeme 
e then happie, that you will impioy me : 
my French prifoner is in loue ouer head and eares. 

Cypr. Its wonder how he fcapes drowning. 

Gall. With whom thinkc you) 

A%rip. With his keeper, for a good wager : Ah, 
how glad is he to obey? And how proud am I to 
command in this Empire of affeflionl Ouer him 
and fuch Spungy-liuerd youthes, (that lie foaking in 
loue) I triumph more with mine eye, then euer he did 
ouer a Souldier with his fword. Id not a gallant vic- 
torie for me to fubdue my Fathers enemy with a looke J 
Prince of Cyprus, you were bed. take heede, how you 
encounter an Engiifh Lady. 

Cypr. God bleffe me from louing any of you, 
all bee fo cruel!. 

Atpyp. God blefle me from fuffring you to loue 
me, if you be not fo formable. 

Cyp, VVil you commaund me any feruice, as you 
liaue done Orleans 1 

Agrip. No other feruice but this, that (as Orleans) 
you loue me, for no other reafon, but that I may tor- 
ment you. 

Cypr. I wil : conditionally, that in all companie I 
may call you my tormenter. 

Agr. You (hall : conditionally, that you ncuer beg 
for mercy. Come, my Lord of Galloway. 

Gall. Come, fweete Madam. Exeunt. 

Manet Cyprus. 

Cypr. The Ruby-colourd portals of her fpeech 
Were clofde by mercy : but vpon her eye, 
(Attir'd in frownes) fat murdring crueltie. 

Enter Agrip. and lijlen. 

Shees angrie, that I durfl fo high afpire. 
O, fbee difdaines that any ilraungers breft. 
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LOttld be a Temple for her deitie : 
Shees full of beautie, full of bittern.es. 
Till uow, I did not dally with loues fire : 
And when I thought to try his flames indeede, 
I burnt me euen to cinders : O, my ilarres, 
Why from my natiue fhore did your beames guide me, 
To make me dote on her that doth deride me 1 
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She kneeles : he waliis mufing. 

Agri. Hold him in this mind, fweete Cupid, I con- 
re thee. 0, what mufick thefe hey-hoes make ! 1 
was about to call my litle litle felfe into a great loue 
trance for him, fearing his hart had been flint : but 
fince I fee tis pure virgin wax, he lhal melt his belly 
"ill: for now I know how to temper him. Exit. 

Cypr. Neuer beg mercy ? yet be Hefpies her. 

my tormenter. 
I hope fhee heard me not : doubtleffe Ihee did : 
And now will the infult vpon my paffions, 
And vex my conftant loue with mockeries. 
Nay, then ile be mine owne Phyfician, 
And out face loue, and make her thinke that I 
Mournd thus, becaufe I faw her ftanding by. 
What newes, my Lord of Cornewall J 

Enter Cornewall. 



Cornetv. This faire Prince, 
One of your Countrie-men, is come to Court, 
A luftie gallant braue in Cyprus Ile, 
With fiftie bard Horfes prawncing at his heeles, 
Eackt by as many ftrong limbd Cypriots. 
All whom he keepes in pay : whofe offred feruice, 
Our king with Amies of gladnes hath embrac'd. 

Cypr. Borne in the Ile of Cyprus? whats his 
name? 

Cornem. His feruants call him Fortunatus fonne. 
7ypr. Rich Fortunatus fonne 1 Is he ariu'd t 
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Enter JLongauilc, Galloway, and Chefler 
with Jewels. 

Loti^a, This he beflowed on me. 

Chejl. And this on me. 

Gallow. And this his bounteous hand infore'd mee 
take. 

Longa. I prize this Jewell at a hundred Marie es. 
Vet would he needes be flow this gift on roe. 

Cyp. My Lords, whofe hand hath beene thus pro- 
digal? 

Gallow. Your countrieman my Lord, a Cypriot. 

Lemqa. The gallant lure is all compact of gold, 
To euery Lady hath he giuen rich Jewels, 
And fent to euery feruant in the Court 
Twentie faire Englifh Angels. 

Cypr. This is rare. 

Enter Lincolnc. 

Lineal. My Lords, prepare your felues for re* 
ueling, 
Tis the kings pleamre that this day be fpent 
In royall paflimes, that this golden Lord, 
(For fo all that behold him, chriflen him) 
May taft the pleafures of our Englifh court 
Here comes the gallant, mining like the Sunne. 

Trumpets found: Enter Athelflane, Andelocia, Agri- 
pyne, Orleans, Ladies, find other attendants, In- 
fultado a Spanijh Lord : Mufuke founds -within. 

Andel. For thefe your royall fauours done to n 
(Being a poore flraunger) my befl powres mail 

prone, 
By Acls of worth, the foundnes of my loue. 

Athelfl. Herein your loue fhall beR fet out it felfe, 
By (laying with vs : if our Englifh He 
Hold any obie<fl welcome to your eyes, 
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oe but make choice, and claime it as your prize. 
The King ami Cyprus conftrre afide. 

Ande. 1 thanke your grace : would he durft keepe 
his word, 
I know what I would claime : Tufh, man, be bold, 
Were fliee a Saint, fliee may be wonne with gold. 

Cypr. Tis ftraunge I muflconfeffe, but in this pride, 
His Father FoTtunatus (if he liue) 
Confumes his life in Cyprus : Hill he fpends, 
And flill his Coffeis with abundance fwell, 
But how he gets thefe riches none can tell. 

The King and Agnpy/w confcrre afide. 

Athelfi. Hold him in talke : come hither, Agripyne. 

Cypr. But what intic'de young Andelociaes foule 

) wander hither? 

Ande/. That which did allure, 

y (bueraignes fonne, the wonder of the place. 

Agr. This curious heape of wonders, {which an 
Emprefle 
Gaue him) he gaue me, and by Venus hand, 
The warlike Amorato needes would fweare, 
Hee left his countrie Cyprus for my loue. 

Aihelii. If by the foueniigne Magicke of thine eye, 
Thou canft inchant his lookes to keepe the circles 
Of thy faire chcekes, be bold to trie thy cliarmes, 
Ftede him with hopes, and find the royall veine, 
That leades this Cypriot to his golden mine. 
" "ere's Muficke fpent in vaine, Lords, fall to daunting. 

Cypr. My faire tormentor, will you lend a hand % 

Agrip. He try this flrangers cunning in a daunce. 

Amid. My cunning is but fmall, yet whoo'le not 

o (name himfele for fuch a Ladies loue 1 

Ork. Thefe Cypriots are the diuels that torture me. 
He courts her, and fliee fmiles, but I am borne, 
To be her beauties flaue, and her loiies fcorne. 

And. I lhall neuer haue the face to afke the quef- 
tion twice. 

Agrip. Whats the reafon ! Cowardlynes or pride ) 
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Andd. Neither : but tis the fafhion of vs Cypriots, 
1)0 th men and women, to yeeld at firll aflault, and we 
expect others mould doe the like. 

Agrip. Its a figne, that either your women are 
very black, & are glad to be fped, or your men very 
fond, & wil take no denial. 

Andel. Indeede our Ladies are not fo faire as you. 

Agrip. But your men more ventrous at a breach 
then you, or els they are all daftardly fouldiers. 

Andd. Hee that fightes vnder thefe fweete colours, 
& yet tumes coward, let him bee Ihot to death with 
the terrible arrowes of faire Ladies eyes. 

Athdjt. Nay Infultado, you mull not denie vs. 
Infultad. My Corocon es muy pefada, my Aniina muy 
a-tormentada, Neper los Cielos : 

Lapiededf Efpagtwll, tw haze muficain '1 'terra Inglefa. 

Cyfir. Sweete Infultado let vs fee you daunce. 
I haue heard the Spanifh daunce is full of flate. 

Infultad. Verdad Signer: la danza fpagiwla, es 
muy alta, 
Maiejlka,y para Monarcas: vuejlra Inglefa, 
Baxa, Fantti/tioi, y may humilde. 

Agrip. Doth my Spanifh prifoner denie to daunce t 
Hee has fwome to me by the croiTe of his pure 
Toledo, to bee my feruant : by that oath (my Caflilian 
prifoner} I coniure you to fhew your cunning, though 
al) your body bee not free, I am hire your heeles are 
at libertie. 

Infultad. Nolo quire contra dezir : i-ue/lra oio haze 
tonquejlo a fu prifionero : Oyres, la pauyne Hifpanola, 
fea vueflra muficay grauidad, y maieflad\ Pa/'e, daaime 
Tabacca, Toma my capa, e my ejpada. Mas alta, Mas 
alta : Defuiaios, Defuiaios, Compantcros, Mas alta, 
Mas alta. 

Hee daunces. 

Athdfl. Thankes, Infultado. 

Cypr. Tis moft excellent. 

Agrip. The Spaniards daunce, is as his deedes bee, 
full of pride. 
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Atfteljl. The day growes old, & what remains 
vnfpent, 

Shall be confirm 'd in banquets, Agripyne, 
Leaue vs a while, if Andelocia pleafe, 
Goe beare our beautious daughter companie. 

And. Foitune I thanke thee : now thou fmil'il on 
me. Exeunt A^rip. and Andel. and Ladies. 

Athcl. This Cipriot beares a gallant princely mind. 
My Lord, of what birth is your country-mant 
Thinke not, fweete Prince, that I propound this quef- 

To wrong you in your loue to Agripyne : 
Our fanours grace him to an other end. 
Nor let the wings of yonr affection droope, 
Becaufe fliee feemes to fhun loues gentle lure. 
Belieue it on our word, her beauties prize 
Onely ihall yeelil a conquefl to your eyes. 
But tell me whats this Fortunatus fonne t 

Cypr. Of honourable bloud, and more renownd 
In forreine kingdomes (whither his proud fpirit, 
Plum'd with ambitious fethers, caries him) 
Then in his natiue Countrie, but laft day 
The father and the fonnes were through their riots, 
Poore and difdainde of all, but now they glifler, 
More bright than Midas ; if fome damned fiend 
Fed not his bags, this golden pride would end. 

Atheljl. His pride weele fome what tame, & curb 
the head 
Of his rebellious prodigalitie : 
He hath inuited vs, and all our Peeres, 
To feall with him to morrow, his prouifioa, 
I vnderlland may entertaine three kings. 
But Lincolne, let our Subjects fecretly 
Be chargde on paine of life that not a man 
Sell any kind of Fewel! to his feruants. 

Cypr. This pollicy (hall clip his golden wings, 
And teach his pride what tis to ftriue with kings. 

Atheljl. Withdraw awhile : Exeunt. 
Manet Athtljlave. 
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Athdjl. None fild his hands with Gold, for wefetfpies, 
To watch who fed his prodigalitie ; 
He hung the Marble bofome of our Court, 
As thicke with gtillring Spangles of pure gold, 
As ere the fpring hath flucke the earih with flowers. 
Unlefle he melt hiinfelfe to liquid gold, 
Or be fome God, fome diuell, or .can tranfport 
A mint about him, (by inchanted power) 
He cannot raine fac.li thowers : with his owne hands 
He threw more wealth abroad in euery flreete, 
Then could be thurft into a Chariot : 
Hees a Magician hire, and to fome fiend, 
His fonle (by infernall couenants) has he fold, 
Alwaies to fwinime vp to the chin in gold. 
Be what he can be, if thofe doting fires, 
Wherein he burnes for Agripinaes lone, 
Want power to melt from him this endlcffe Myne, 
Then (like a flaue) weele chaine him in our Tower, 
Where tortures fhall compt-ll his fwesting hands 
To cafl rich heapes into our treaforie. 

Muftcke founding Jlill : A eurlaine being drawne, 
where AiiddocUt lies flecping in At>ripines lap, 
Jlue has his purfe, nnd her fe/je and another Lady 
tye another {like it) in tin place, and then rije 

Agrip. I haue found the facred fpring that neuer 
ebs. 
Leaue vs ; Exit Lady. But ile not fhew't your 

maieftie, 
Till you haue fwornc by Englands royall crowne, 
To let me keepe it. 

AthelJI. By my Crowne I fweare. 
None but faire Agripyne the Jem fhall weare. 

Agrtp. Then is this mine : fee Father, here's the 

Whofe gilded beaines ftill bume, this is the Sunne, 
That euer mines, the tree that neuer dies, 
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Here growes the Garden of Hefperides, 

The out-iide mockcs you, makes you thinke tis poore, 

But entring it, you find eternall flore. 

AlhelJI. Art fure of this I How didft thou driue 

Aqrip. Feare not his waiting yet, I made him 

That foporiferous Juice which was compofd, 
To make the Queene (my Mother) rellilh fleepe, 
When her lall licknes fommond her to heauen. 
He lleepes profoundly : when his amorous eyes 
Had fingde their wings in Cupids wanton flames, 
I fet him all cm fire, and promid loue: 
In pride whereof, he drew me forth this purfe, 
And fwore, by this he multiplyed his gold. 
I tride and found it true : and fecretly 
Commaunded Muficke with her filuer tongue, 
To chime (oft lullabies into his fouie, 
And whilft my lingers wantond with his hayre, 
(T'intice the ileepie Juice to charrae his eyes) 
In all points was there made a purfe, like his, 
Which counterfet is hung in place of this. 
Athclfl. More then a fecond kingdome hall thou 

Leaue him, that when he wakes he may fufpecl, 

Some els has robd him, come deere Agripyne, 

If this ilrange purfe hisfacred vertues hold, 

Weele circle England with a wall of Gold. Exeunt. 

Muficke Jlil! : Enter Shaddow very gallant, reading 
a Bill, with cmptie bags in his hand finding. 

Shad. Thefe F.nglilh occupiers are mad Troians '• 
let a man pay them neuer fo much, theile giuc him 
nothing but the bag. Since my matter created me 
lleward ouer his fiftie men, and his one and fiftie 
horfe, I haue rid ouer much bufmefie, yet neuer was 
gald, I thanke the deflinies : Muficke 1 O delicate 
warble : thefe Courtiers are mod fweete triumphant 
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creatures. Seignior, Sir, Monfieur ; fweete Seignior : 
this is the language of the accomplifhment : O delici 
ous firings : thefe heauenly wyre-drawers haue ftretcht 
my mailer euen out at length : yet at length he muff. 
wake : mailer t 

Andel. Wake me not yet, my gentle Agripyne. 

Shad. One word Sir, for the billets, and f vanifh. 

And. Theres heauen in thefe times: throw i 
muficians 
A bounteous largeffe of three hundred Angels. 

Anddocia Jlaris u 

Shad. Why, fir, I haue but ten pound left. 

And. Ha, Shaddow i where's the Princefle Agi 
pyne ! 

Shad. I am not Apollo, I cannot reueale, 

Andel. Was not the princeffe here, when tho 



n'll in ? 
Shad. 
felfe. 
Andel 






Here was no Princeffe but my princely 



In faith ) 
No in faith, Sir, 

Andel. Where are you hid I where (land you 
wantoning ? Not here ! gone ifaith ? haue you giuen 
me the flip ! well, tis but an amorous tricke and fo I 
embrace it : my horfe, Shaddow, how fare my horfe 1 

Shad. Upon thebeft Oatesmy vnderfleward can buy. 

An. I meane, are they lufty, fprightly, gallant, 
wanton, fiery I 

Shad. They are as all horfes are, Caterpillers 
the Cora mo it wealth, they are euer munching ; but Sir, 
for thefe billets, and thefe fagots andbauinsl 

Andel. S'hart what billets, what fagots ? doefl make 
mee a Woodmongerf 

Sltud. No fweete Seignior, but you haue bid the 
King and his Peerus to dinner, and he has coramaunded 
that no Woodmonger fell you a fticke of wood, and 
that no Collyer fliall cofen you of your meafure, but 
mufl tie vp the mouth of their Sackes, leafl their 
Coales kindle your choler. 
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Ifl poffible ? ill true, or hail thou learnt of 
gallants to gull t 
Hees a gul that would be taught by mch 

Not a fticke of woodl Some child of 
e has buzd this llratagem into the kings eare, of 
purpofe to difgrace me : 1 haue limited his maieftie, 
and though it coll me a Million, ile feail him. Shadow, 
thon (halt hyre a hundred or two of Carts, with them 
poll to all the Grocers in London, buy vp all the 
Cynamon, Cloues, Nutmegs, Ltcorifli and all other 
fpices, that haue any ilrong heart, and with them 
make fires to prepare our Cookerie : 
Ere Fortunatus fonne looke red with fhame, 
Heele drefie a Kings feafl in a fpiced flame. 

$had. This diuice, Sir, will bee fomewhat a kin to 
"y Pride, twill afke cofl. 

And. Fetch twentie Porters, ile laid all with gold. 
had. Firil, mailer, fil thefe bags. 

And. Come then, hold vp, how now t trickes, new 
crochets, Madam Fortune? Drie aa an Eele-lkinJ 
Shaddow, take thou my Gold out. 

Sftad. Why Sir, here's none in. 

Andel. Ha, let me fee : O heres a baftard cheeke, 
I fee now tis not mine ; tis counterfet, 
Tis fo : flaue thou hall robd thy mafter. 

Ska. Not of a peny, I haue beene as true a Reward. 

And. Vengeance on thee and on thy ilewardfhip. 
Yet wherefore curie I thee 1 thy leaden foule 
Had neuer power to mount vp to the knowledge 
Of the rich miflerie clofde in my purfe. 
Oh no, ile curfe myfelfe, mine eyes ile curie, 
They haue betrayd me, I will curie my tongue, 
That hath betraid me : Ile curfe Agripyne, 
Shee hath betraid me. Sirens ceale to ling, 
Your cbarmes haue tane effect, for now I fee, 
All your inchantments were, to cofen me. 

Muftcke ccafeth. 

Shad. What fhall I doe with this ten pound, Sir 1 
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And there (difguizde) you find him bargoning 
For Jewels with the beautious Agripyne, 
Who wearing at her fide the vertuous purfe, 
He clafpes her in his armes, and as a Rauen, 
Griping the tender-hearted Nightingale, 
So flies he with her (wiihing) in the ayre, 
To be traniported to fome wildemefie ; 
Imagine this the place : fee here they come. 

Enter Andclocia and Agripyne. 
Since they themfelues haue tongues, mine ihall 1 
dumbe. Exit. 

Enter Andelocia with the wifliing Hat on : Agripyna t) 
his hand. 

Aqrip. What diuell art thou that affrightfl me thus, 
Haling a PrincelTe from her fathers court, 
To fpoyle her in this fauage wilderneffe 1 

Andel. Indeed the diuel and the ptck-purfe ftioul 
alwaies flie together, (for they are fworne brothers :) 
but Madam Couetoufnes, I am neither a diuel a 
cal me, nor a Jeweller as I call my felfe, no, 
Jugk-r, yet ere you and I part, weele haue fome legei 
dimain together ; do you know me ? 

Aqrip. I am betray d : this is the Cypriot. 
Forgiue mee, twas not I that changde thy purfe, 
But Atheldane my father, fend me home, 
And heres thy purfe againe ; here are thy Jewels, 
And 1 in fatiffaftion of all wrongs. 

Andel. Talke not you of fati fraction, this is fome 
recompence that I haue you, tis not the purfe I 
regard : put it off, and ile mince it as fmall as pie 
meate : the purfe ? hang the purfe : were that gon, 
I can make another, and another, and another, 
I and another: tis not the purfe I care .for, but 
the purfer : you, I you, Id not a fliarne thai a 
kings daughter, a faire Lady, a Lady not for Lords, 
but tor Monarches, mould for gold fell her loue, and 
when (hee has her owne afking, and that there Hands 
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nothing betweene, then to cheate your fweete heart ( 
O fie, fie, a fhee cony- catcher J You mufl be dealt 
foundry with. 

Agrip. Inioyne what paines thou wilt, and ile 
endure them, 
fo tbou wilt fend me to my fathers court 

Ande. Nay gods lid, y' are not gon fo : fet your 
heart at reft, for I haue fet vp my refl, that except 
you can runne fwifter then a Hart, home you goe 
not : what paines (hall I lay vpon you 1 Let me fee : 
" could feme you now but a flipperie touch ; I could 
get a young King or two, or three of you, and then 
fend you home, and bid their grand-fire king nurfe 
them : I could pepper you, but I will not. 

Agrip. O, doe not violate my cliaflitie. 

Andel. No, why I tell you I am not giueu to the 
flefh, though I fauor (in your nofe) a little of the 
diuell, I could run away elfe, and flarue you here. 

Agrip. If I mud die, doome me fome eafier 
death. 

Andel. Or tranfforme you (becaufe you loue pick- 
ing) into a Squiretl, and make you picke out a poore 
liuing here among the Nut trees: but I will not 
neither. 

Atp-ip. What will my gentle Andelocia doe 1 

Andel. Oh, now you come to your old byas of 
cogging. 

Agrip. I pray thee Andelocia, let me goe : 
Send me to England, and by heauen I fweare, 
Thou from all kings on earth my loue (halt beare. 

And. Shall I in faith ? 

Agrip. In faith, in faith thou (halt. 

Andel. Here, god a mercie ; now thou fhalt not 
goe. 

Agrip. Oh God. 

Andel. Nay doe you heare Lady? crie not y' are 
beil : no nor curfe me not : if you tliinke but a 
crabbed thought of me, the fpirit that caried you in 
mine amies through the ayre, will tell me all : f 
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fore fet your Sunday face vpont Since you'Ie loue 
me, ile loue you, ile marrie you, and lie with you, and 
beget little Juglers : marie home you get not : England 
you'Ie fay is yours ; but Agripyne, loue me, and I will 
make the whole world thine. 

Agrip. I care not for the world, thou murdreft me, 
Betweene my forrow, and the fcalding Sunne 
I faint, and quickly will my life be done, 
My mouth is like a Furnace, and drie heate 
Drinks vp my bloud. Oh God, my heart will buril, 
I die, vnlefle fome moydure quench my thirft. 

Andel. S' hart now I am worre then ere I was 
before : 
For halfe the world I would not haue her die. 
Heres neither fpring nor ditch, nor raine, nor dew, 
Nor bread nor drink e : my louely Agripyne, 
He comforted, fee here are Apple trees. 

Agrip. Clime vp for Gods fake, reach me fome of 
them. 

Andel. Looke vp, which of thefe Apples likes thee 
befl! 

Agrip. This hath a withered face, tis fome fweete 
fruit 
Not that, my forrowes are too fowre already. 

Andd. Come hither, here are Apples like gold. 

Agrip. O, I for Gods fake, gather fome of thefe. 
Ay me, would God I were at home againe. 

Andel. Stand farder, lead I chance to fall on 

thee. - dimes v t 

Oh here be rare Apples, rare red-cheekt Apples, 

that, cty come kiffe me : Apples, hold your peace, 

ile teach you to cry. Eates one. 

Agrip. England, dial I ne're behold thee morel 

Amti-I. Agripyna, tis a moft Sugred delicious tafl 
in ones mouth, tut when tis downe, tis as bitter as gall. 

Agrip. Vet gather fome of them. Oh, that a 
Princeffe 
Should pine for foode r were T at home againe, 
1 mould difdaine to fland thus and complaine. 




Olde Fortunatus. 



147 



And. Heres one Apple that growes higheft, 
Agripyna, and I could reach that, ile come downe. 
Idee Jlands fijliing with his girdle for it. 

Agrip. Make haft, For the hot Sun doth fcald my 
:heekes. 

Andel. The funne kiffe thee] hold, catch, put on 
my Hat, I will haue yonder highelt Apple, though 
I die for X 

Agrip. I had not wont be Sun-burnt, wretched 

) England, would I were againe in thee. 
Exit. He kapes downe. 
And. Swou mis Agripyna, (lay, O I am vndone, 
Sweete Agripyna, if thou heard my voice, 
Take pittie of me, and returae againe. 
Shee flies like lightning : O (he heares me not, 
I wifh myfelfe into a wildernefle, 
And now I (hall tume wilde : here I (hall famuli, 
Here die, here ending dye, here railing die, 
And thus will wound my breft, and rent mine hayre. 
What hils of Flint are growne vpon my browes 1 

me, two forked homes, I am turn'd beaft, 

1 haue abuzde two bleffings, weltli and knowledge, 
Wealth in my purfe, and knowledge in my Hat, 
By which being borne into the Courts of kings, 

I might haue feene the wondrous workes of Joue, 
Acquirde Experience, Learning, Wifedome, Truth, 
But I in wildernefle tottred out my youth, 
And therefore muft turne wild : muft be a beaft, 
An vgly beaft : my body homes muft beare, 
Becaufe my foule deformitie doth weare. 

3 none within this wood ? If none but I 
Liue here (thankes heauen) for here none els (hal 

die. 
He lies downe and fleepts wider tlu tree: Enter 

Fortune, Vice, Ferine, the Prtejl : Satyres with 

Mufuke, playing as they come in before Fortune. 

They play awhile. 
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Fortune. See where my new-turnd diuel has buill 

his hel. 
Vice. Vertue, who conquers nowl the foole : 

tane. 
Vert. O fleepie finne. 
Vice. Sweete tunes wake him againe. 

Muficke awhile, and then ceqfe. 
Fort. Vice fets too heauie on his drowzy foule, 
Muficks fweete concord cannot pierce his eare. 
Sing and amongfl your Songs, mi.\ bitter fcome. 
Vert. Thofe that teare Vertue, muft by Vice be 
torne. 

The Song. 
i. Verfe. Vertue (land afide : the foole is caught, 

Laugh to fee him, laugh alowd to wake him. 
Follies nets are wide, and neately 
Mocke his homes, and laugh to fee Vii 
take him. 
Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh 
Who's the foole i the foole, he 



Andet. wakens atidftands vp. 
. Verfe. Vertue (land afide, mock him, mock him, 
mock him 
Laugh alowd to fee him, call him foole. 
Error gaue him fucke, now forrowes rocke 

him, 
Send the riotous beaft to madnes fchoole. 
'aire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcome, 

Who's the foole 1 the foole, he weares a home. 

. Verfe. Vertue (land afide : your fchoole he hates. 
Laugh alowd to fee him, mocke, mocke, 

mock him. 
Vanitie and hell keepe open gates, 
Hees in, and a newe nurfe (Defpaire) n 
rocke him. 
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Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in fcorne, 

Foole, foole, foole, foole, foole, weare Hill the 
home. 

When they haue done finging, Vice and Virtue hold 

Apples out to him, Vice laughing. Value gr titling. 
Andel. O roe, what hell is this? fiends, tempt nae 

Thou glorious diuell hence. O now I fee, 

This fruit is thine, thou had deformed mee : 

Ideot auoide, thy gifts I loath to tail. 

Away : fmce I am entred madnes Schoole, 

As good to be a bead, as be a foole. 

Away, why tempt you me ? fome powrefull grace 

Come and redeeme me from this hideous place. 

Fort. To her hath Andelocia (all his life) 
Swome fealtie, woudfl thou forfake her now! 

Anttel. Whose bleffed tongue names Andelocia 1 

Fort. Hers, who (attended on by dedinies) 
Shortned thy Fathers life, and lengthens thine. 

Andel. 6 facred Queene of chance, now fliorten 
mine, 
Elfe let thy deitie take off this fhame. 

Fort. Wooe her, t' was fliee that let it on tby head. 

Andel. She laughs to fee me metamorphofed. Fifes. 

Vert. Wooe me, and lie take off this vgly fcorne. 

Vice. Wooe me, and ile clap on another horne, 

Andel. I am befet with anguifh, ihame and death. 
O bid the Fates worke fait, and dop my breath. 

Fori. No Andelocia, thou mud Hue to fee 
Worfe torments (for thy follies) light on thee. 
This golden tree, which did thine eyes intice, 
Was planted here by Vice : loe, here dands Vice : 
How often had thou died to win her grace 1 

Andel. Till now, I neuer did behold her face. 

Fort. Thou didll behold her at thy fathers death, 
When thou in fcorne didd violate his will, 
Thou didd behold her, when thy drecht-out arme 
Catcht at the highed bough, the loftieft vice, 
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A whirle-wind come, and from her frizeld browes, 
Snatch vp a handful of thofe fweatie pearles, 
That iloode vpon her forhead, which awhile, 
Being by the boydrous wind hung in the ayre, 
At length hath flung them downe and raizd a florme. 
Euen with fuch furie was I wherryed vp, 
And by fuch force held prifoner in the cloudes, 
And throwne by fuch a temped downe againe. 

Cornw. Some foule is dam'd in hell for this black 



*de. 



Agrip. 
Shall hear 

Cypr. 
Without n 

Agrip. 
fent. 

Athelft. 



I haue the purfe fafe, and anon your grace 
the wondrous hiftorie at full. 
Pel me, tormenter, fliall faire Agripvne, 
are difference be now chriftend mine 1 
My choice mud be my Father; faire con- 



Then (hall thy choyce end in this Cyprus 

Before the Sunne fhall fixe times more arife, 
His royall marriage will we folemnife. 
Proclaime this honord match, come Agripyne, 
I am glad th' art here, more glad the purfe is mine. 

A s they are all going in : Enter Andelocia and Shad- 
dome, like Irijh Cofler-mongers, Agripyna, Longa- 
uy/e, and Montroffe flay HJlening to them, the t 
Examt. 

Both. Buy any Apples, feene Apples of Tamafco, 
feene Tamafio peepins : peeps feene, buy Tamafco 
peepins. 
Agrip. Damafco apples J good my Lord Mont- 
rone, 
Call yonder fellowes. 

Montr. Sirra Coder- monger. 
Shad. Who cals : peeps of Tamafco, feene peeps : 
I fat tis de fweeted apple in de world, tis better den 
de Pome water, or apple John. 

Andel. By my trat Madam, tis reet Tamafco 
peepins, looke here els. 
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d. I dare not fay, as de Irifhman my countrie- 
ly, tad de goodnefie of de fruit : No fayt tis 
fane teere miilris, by Saint Patrickes hand tis teere 
Tamafco apple. 

Agrip. The faireft fruit that euer I beheld, 
Damafco apples, wherefore are they good? 

Longa. What is your price of halfe a fcore of thefe 1 

Both. Halfe a fcore, halfe a fcore 1 dat is doos 
many mefter. 

Longa. I, I, ten, half a fcore, thats fiue and 
fiue. 

Andcl. Feeue and feeue J By my trat and as 
Creezc faue me la, 1 cannot tell, wat be de price of 
feeue and feeue, but tis tree crowne for one Peepin, 
dat is de preez if you take em. 

Shad. I fat, tis no lefic for Tamafco. 

Agrip. Three crownes for one J what wondrous 
vermes haue they ? 

Shad. O, tis feene Tamafco apple, and fhall make 
you a great teale wife, and make you no foole, and 
make feene mem one. 

Andel And make dis fafh be more faire and 
amiable, and make dis eyes looke alwaies louely, and 
make all de court & countrie burne in defire to kiffe 
di none fweete countenance. 

Montr. Apples to make a Lady beautifull 1 
Madam thats excellent 

Agrip. Thefe Irilhmen, 
Some fay, are great diffemblers, and I feare, 
Thefe two the badge of their owne countrie weare. 

Andel By my trat, and by Saint Patrickes hand, 
and as Creez faue me la, tis no diffembler : de Irifh 
man now and den cut di countrle-mans throats, but 
yet in fayt hee loue di counlrie-man, tis no diffembler : 
dis feene Tamafco apple can make di fweete coun- 
tenance, but I can take no lefie but three crownes for 
one, I weare out my naked legs and my footes, and 
my tods, and run (udder and didder to Tamafco for 
dem. 
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With fad relation of thy wretch ednefle, 

Where is the purfe, and where ray wifhing Hat 1 

Andel. Where t and where 1 are you created Con- 
flable, you Hand fo much vpon Intergatories 1 the 
purfe is gone, let that fret you, and the Hat is gone, 
let that mad you : I runne thus through all trades to 
ouer-take them, if youle bee quiet, follow me, and 
helpe, if not, flie from me, and hang your felfe : wilt 
thou buy any pippins ) Exit. 

Amp. O, how I grieue, to fee him thus tranfformd 1 
Yet from the circles of my iealous eyes, 
He fhall not flart, till he haue re-])offeft 
Thofe vertuous Jewels, which found once againe, 
More caufe they ne're (hall giue me to complaine, 
Their worth fhall be confum'd in murdring flames, 
And end my griefe, his ryot, and our fhames. Es 



Atheljl. In fpite of forcerie trie once againe, 
Trie once more in contempt of all dam'd (pels. 

Agrip. Your maieflie fights with no mortall power. 
Shame and not conquefl, bangs vpon his flrife. 
O, touch me not, you adde but paine to paine, 
The more you cut, the more they grow againe. 

Lincol. la there no art to coniurc downs 
fcorne ? 
I ne're knew Phificke yet againfl the home. 

Enter Cyprus. 

Atheljl. See, prince of Cyprus, thy faire Agripyne 
Hath turnd her beautie to deformitie. 

Cypr. Then I defie thee, Loue, vaine hopes, adew, 
You haue mockt me long ; in fcorne ile t 



v mocke 



you. 



I came to fee how the Lord Longauyle 

Was turnd into a monfler, and I find 

An obiecl. which both (hikes me dumbe and blind. 

To morrow mould haue beene our marriage morne, 
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But now my bride is fhame, thy bridegrome fcorne. 

tell mee yet, is there no Art, no charmes, 

No defperate Phyficke for this defperate wound? 

Athe/Ji. Al meanes are tride, but no meanes can 
be found. 

Cypr. Then England, farwell : hapleffe maide, thy 

Through fpitefull influence fet our hearts at warres. 

1 am infor'fl to leaue thee, and refigne 
My loue to griefe. 

Enter Orleans and Galloway. 

A%rip. All griefe to Agripyne. 

Cypr. Adew, I would fay more, had I a tongue 
Able to helpe his mafter : mightie king, 
1 humbly take my leaue, to Cyprus I, 
My fathers Sonne, mu II all fuch fhame defie. Exit. 

Orlc. So doth not Orleans, I defie all thofe, 
That lone not Agripyne, and him defie, 
That dares but loue her halfe fo well as I. 

pardon me, I haue in forrowes Jayle, 

Eeene long tormented, long this mangled bofome 
Hath bled, and neuer durll expofe her wounds, 
Til! now, till now, when at thy beautious feete, 

1 offer loue and life, O caft an eye 
Of mercy on me, this deformed face 
Cannot affright my foule from louing thee. 

Agri. Talk not of loue, good Orleans, but of hate. 

Orle. What fentence will my loue pronounce on 
me? 

Gall. Will Orleans then be mad % O gentle friend. 

Orle. O gentle, gentle friend, I am not mad : 
Hees mad, whofe eyes on painted cheekes doe doate, 

Galloway, fuch read beauties booke by roate. 
Hees mad, that pines for want of a gay flowre, 
Which fades when grief doth blaft, or ficknes lowre, 
Which heate doth wither, and white ages froft 
Nips dead : fuch faivcnes, when tis found, tis loft 

1 am not mad, for louing Agripyne, 
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Athe. Thrice liaue we paxde them off, but with 
frelh paine, 
In compafle of a thought they rife againe. 

Amid. Its true, tis no eafie mattra, to pull home 
off, tis eafie for pull on, but hard for pull off, fome 
horne bee fo good fellow, hee will flill inhabit in de 
mans pate, but tis all one for tat, I (hall fnap away all 
dis : Madam truft dis downe into your little belly. 

Agrip. Father, I am in feare to tafte his phyfickc. 
Firil let him worke experiments on thofe. 

Amid. He fawce you for your infidelitie. Afide. 
In no place can I fpie my wiftiing Hat. 

Longa. Thou learned Frenchman, trie thy fkill on me, 
More vgly then I am, I cannot be. 

Montr. Cure me, and Montroffe welth ihall all be 
thine. 

Andd. Tis all one for dat : lhall doe prefently, 
Madam prea marke me : Monfieur, fhamp dis in your 
two fhaps, fo, now Monfieur Long-villaine, dis fo : 
nowe dis, feare noting, tis efhelent medicyne : fo, 
now cram dis into your guts, and belly ; So, now 
fnap away dis whorefon fowre diuela ; Ha, ha, Is no 
point good ? 

Pitts Gallowaycs homes off. 

Athdjl. This is moft ftrange. 
Waft, painefull Longauyle 1 

Zvi/gn. P^afe tooke them off, and there remaines no 
paine. 

Agrip. O trie thy facred Phyficke on me. 

Andd. No by my (rat, tis no poffibla, tis no poffi- 
bla, al de mattra, all de ting, all de fubftance, all de 
medicyne, be among his and his belly: tis no poffibla, 
till me prepare more, 

Athdjl Prepare it then, and thou malt haue more 
gold 
From iinglands Coffers, then thy life can waft. 

Andd. I mufh buy many collily tings dat grow in 
Arabia, in Afia, and America, by my trat tis no poffi- 
bla, till anoder time, no point. 






Olde Forlunatus. 

Agrip. There's nothing in the world, but may for 
gold 
Be bought in England, hold your lap ile rayne 
A fliower of Angels. 

Andel. Fie, fie, fie, fie, you no credit le dockature % 
Ha, but veL tis all one for tat : tis no mattera for 
gold : Vel, vel, vel, vel, veL me haue fome more, prea 
fay noting, fhall bee prefently prepara for your 
homes. 

Shee has my purfe, and yonder lies my Hat, 
Worke braines, and once more make me ibrtunat. 
Vel, vel, vel, vel, be patient Madam, prefently, pre- 
fently, be patient, mee haue two, tree, fowre and flue 
medicines for de home : prefently Madam, (land you 
der, prea wid all mine art, Hand you all der : and fay 
noting, fo : nor looke noting dis vey : fo, prefently, 
prefently Madam, fnip dis home off wid de nifties & 
anoder ting by and by, by and by, by and by, prea 
looke none dis vey, and fay noting, Gets his Hat vp. 

Atheljl. Let no man fpeake, or looke, vpon his 
life. 
Doctor, none here ihall rob thee of thy (kill. 

Andel. So, taka dis hand : winck now prea artely 
wid your two nyes : why fo. 
Would I were with my brother Ampedo. 

Exit with her. 

Agrip. Helpe, Father, helpe, I am hurried hence 
perforce. 

Atheljl. Draw weapons, wheres the princeue, fol- 
low him, 
Stay the French Doctor, (lay the Doctor there. 
Cornwall and fome other run out, and etit:r prefently. 

Cornw. Stay him, Ih'art who dare flay him J tis the 
diuell 
In likeneffe of a Frenchman, of a Doctor. 
Looke how a rafcall Kyte having fwept vp 
A Chicken in his clawes, fo flics this hell-hound 
In th 1 ayre with Agripyne in his amies. 

" ' Mount euery man vpon his fwifteil horft 
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Flie (euerall waies, he cannot beare her farre, 

Gall Thefe paths week beate. 

Exeunt Gall, and Or/a 

Lined. And this way iliall be mine. 

Cornw, This way, ray Leige, ile ride. 

Athcljl, And this way I : 
No matter which way, to feeke miferie. Exit Atheli 

Logo. I can ride no way, to out-runne my fhame. 

Montr. Yes, Longauile, lets gallop after too, 
Doubfleffe this Doctor was that Irifh diuell, 
That cozend vs, the medicine which he gaue vs, 
Tailed like his Damafco villanie. 
To horfe, to horie, if we can catch this fiend, 
Our forked fhame (hall in his heart blond end. 

Longa. O how this mads me, that all tongues i 
fcorne, 
Which way fo ere I ryde, cry, Ware the home. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Andelocia, ivith Agripyne, Ampedo and Shaddew. 

Aqrip. O gentle Andelocia pittie me, 
Take off this infamie, or take my life. 

Andel. Your life 1 you thinke then that I am a 
true Doctor indeede, that tie vp my luring 
knots of winding (heetes : your life? no, keepe your 
life, but deliuer your purfe : you know the theifes falu- 
tation, Stand & deliuer. So, this is mine, and thefe 
yours ; Ile teach you to liue by the fweate of other 
mens browes. 

Shad. And to ftriue to be fairer then God made 
her. 

Andel. Right, Shaddow : therefore vanifh, 
haue made me turne Iugler, and crie hey-paffe, but your 
homes fhall net repaffe. 

As,rip. O gentle Andelocia. 

And. Andelocia is a Nettle : if you touch 
gently, heele fling you. 

Shad. Or a rofe, if you pul his fweete flalke heele 
prick you. 
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Andcl. Therefore not a word, goe, trudge to your 
Father : figh not for your purfe, money may be got by 
you, as well as by the little Welih woman in Cyprus, that 
had but one home in her head, you have two ; and 
perhaps you fha.ll call both : as you vfe me, marke 
thofe words well, as you vfe me, nay, y'are belt flic, 
ile not endure one word more, Yet flay too, becaufe 
you intreate me fo gently, and that ile make fome 
amends to your Father, although I care not for any 
King in Chriflendome, yet hold you, take this Apple, 
eate it as you goe to court, and your homes (hall play 
the cowards and fall from you, 

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia. 

Andcl. Nay away, not a word. 

Shad. Ha, ha, ha, &c. Ware homes. 

Exit Agrip. weeping. 

Aitdd. Why doefl. thou laugh, Shaddow J 

Shad. To fee what a home plague followes coue- 
teouiheffe and pride. 

Amp. Erother, what railleries lie in all this I 

Andcl. Trickes, Ampedo, trickes, deuifes, and mad 
Herogliphickes, mirth, mirth, and melody. O, there's 
more muficke in this, then all the Gammoth ares, and 
Sol fa Res, in the world ; here's the purfe, and here's 
the Hat : becaufe you fhal be fure ile not Hart, weare 
you this you know his vertue ; if danger befet you, 
flie & away : A fort of broken-fhind limping legd Jades 
runne hobling to feeke vs : Shaddow, weele for all 
this haue one fit of mirth more, to make vs laugh and 
be fat 

Shad. And when we are fat, mafter, weele doe as 
all gluttons doe, laugh and lie downe. 

Andcl. Hiet liee to my chamber, make ready my 
richell attire, ile to Court prefently. 

Shad. Ile goe to Court in this attire, for apparell is 
but the ihaddow of a man, but fhaddow is the fub- 
ftance of his apparell. Exit Shaddow. 

Andcl. Away, away, and meete me prefently, 

Amp. I had more neede to crie, away to thee. 



i66 



The Comedie of 



Shad. Pips fine, fine apples of Tamafco, ha, ha, ha. 

Montr. Wert thou that Irilhman that cozend vs ! 

Shad. Pips fine, ha, ha, ha, no not I : not Shad- 
do w. 

.-buhl. Were not your Apples delicate and rare 1 

Longa. The worft that ere you fold; Sirs, bind 
him fail. 

Andel. What, wil you murder me 1 helpe, help, 
fome helpe. 

Shad. Helpe, helpe, helpe. Exit Shaddow. 

Montr. Follow that Dog, and flop his balling 
throate. 

Andel. Villaines, what meanes this barbarous 
trechery 1 

ZoHgA We meane to be rcueng'd for our difgrace. 

Montr. Anil Hop the golden current of thy waft. 

Amhl. Murder, they murder me, O call for helpe. 

Long. Thy voice is fpent in vaine, come, come, 
this purfe, 
This wel-ipring of your prodigalitie. 

Andel. Are you appointed by the king to this 1 

Montr. No, no, rife, fpurne him vp ; know you 
who's this 1 

Andel. My brother Ampedo ? Alas, what fate 
Hath made thy vertues fo infortunatel 

Amp, They ryot and the wrong of thefe two 
Lords, 
Who (caufeleffe) thus do ftarue me in this prifon. 

Longa. Striue not y'are befl, villaines, lift in his legs. 

Andel. Traitors to honor, what doe you intend 1 

Longa. That ryot (hall in wretch edneffc haue end. 
Queftion thy brother with what cofl hees fed, 
And fo allure thou lhalt be banquetted. 

Exeunt they 

Amp. In want, in miferie, in woe and care, 
Poore Ampedo his fill hath furfeted : 
My want is famine, bolts my miferie, 
My care and woe mould be thy portion. 

Andel. Giue me that portion, for I haue a heart 
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Shall fpend it freely, and make bankrowt 

The prouded woe that euer wet mans eye. 

Care with a mifchiefe t wherefore fhould I care ? 

Haue I rid fide by fide by might ie kings, 

Yet be thus bridled now i He teare thefe fetters. 

Murder, crie murder, Ampedo, alowd. 

To beare this fcorne our Fortunes are too proud. 

Amp. O folly, thou haft powre to make flelh 
glad, 
When the rich foule in wretchednefle is clad. 

Andc. Peace, foole, am not I Fortunes minion ? 
Thefe bands are but one wrincle of her frowne, 
This is her Euening malice, her next mornes eye 
Shall ouer-lhine the Sunne in maieflie. 

Amp. But this fad night will make an end of me. 
Brother, farwell, griefe, famine, forrow, want, 
Haue made an end of wretched Ampedo. 

Andel Where is the wifhing Hat 1 

Amp. Confum'd in fire. 

Ande. Accurfed be thofe hands that did deflroy it, 
That would redeeme vs, did we now enioy it. 

Amp. Wanton, farwel, I faint, deaths frozen hand 
Congeales lifes little Riuer in my bred. 
No man before his end is truely bleft. Dyes. 

Andel. O miferable, miferable foule. 
Thus a foule life makes death to looke more foule. 

k Enter Longauyh ami Montrose -with a halter. 

Longa. Thus fliall this golden purfe diuided be, 
One day for you, another day for me. 

Montr. Of daies anon, fay, what determine you, 
Shall they haue libertie, or mail they die ! 

Long. Die fure : and fee, I thmke the elder's dead. 
And. I, murderers, he is dead, facred wifdom, 
Had Fortunatus beene enamored 
Of thy celeiliall beautie, his two fonnes 
Had [hind like two bright Sunnes. 
" mga. Pul hard, Moatroffe. 
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Will dig through hell for gold, you were forgiuen 
By Vermes generall pardon ; her broade feale 
Gaue you your Hues, when (nee tooke off your homes. 
Yet hauing fcarce one foote out of the Jayle, 
You tempt damnation by more defperate meanes, 
You botli are mortall, and your paines (liall ring 
Through both your eares, to terrifie your foules, 
As pleafe the Judgement of this mortall king. 

Atiieljl. Faire EmpreiTe of the world, fince you 
refigne 
Your power to me, this fentence ihall be mine, 
Thou lhalt be torturd on a wheele to death, 
Thou with wild horfes fhalt be quartered. 

Vice. Ha, ba, weake Judge, weake iudgement, I 
reuerfe 
That fentence, for they are my prifoners, 
Embalme the bodies of thofc Cypriots, 
And honour them with princely buriali, 
For thofe doe as you pleafe, but for thefe two, 
I kiffe you both, I loue you, y' are my minions. 
Untie their bands, Vice doth repriue you both, 
I fet you free. 

Both. Tbankes, gracious deitie. 

Vice. Be gon, but you in libertie (hall find 
More bondage then in chaines, fooles, get you 

hence, 
Both wander with tormented confeience. 

Longa. horrid Judgement, thats the hell in- 
deede. 

Man. Come, come, our death ne're ends if con- 
feience bleede. 

Both. O miferable, miferable men. Exeunt. 

Fortune. Fortune triumpbes at this, yet to appeare, 
All like my felfe, that which from thofe I tooke, 
King AthellUne I will bellow on thee, 
And in it the old vertue I infufe : 
But, king, take heede how thou my gifts doeft vfe. 
England ihall ne're be poore, if England ftriue, 
Rather by vertue, then by wealth to thriue. 
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Eiter Vertue, crownd : Nymphs and kings attend- 
ing on her, crownd with Olive branches and 
larwrcls, t 



uficke founding. 
Vertue ? alas good foule, Ihee hides her 

What enuious tongue faid, Vertue hides her 



Shee that will driue thee into banifhment. 
Shee that hath conquerd thee : how darn, 
thou come, 
Thus trickt in gawdy Feathers, and thus garded, 
Which crowned kings and Mutes, when thy foe 
Hath trod thus on thee, and now trinmphes fo ? 
Where 's vertuous Ampedo 1 See, hees her flaue, 
For following thee this recompence they haue. 

Vert. Is Amnedo her (lane J why thats my glorie. 
The Idiots cap I once wore on my head, 
Did figure him, thofe that (like him) doe muffle 
Vertue in clouds, and care not how lhee lbiae, 
He make their glorie like to his decline : 
He made no vfe of me, but like a mifer, 
Lockt up his wealth in ruflie barres of (loth ; 
His face was beautifull, but wore a malke, 
And in the worlds eyes feemd a Blackamore. 
So perifh they that fo keepe vertue poore. 

Vice. Thou art a foole to flriue, I am more flrong, 
And greater then thy felfe, then Vertue flic, 
And hide thy face, yeeld me the victories 

Vert. Is Vice higher then Vertue 1 thats my 
glorie, 
The higher that thou art. thou art more horrid, 
The world will loue me for my comlynefle. 

Fortii. Thine owne felfe loues thy felfe : why on 
the heads 
Of Agripyne, Montrofle and Longauyle, 
(Englifh, Scot, French) did Vice clap vgly homes, 
But toapproue that Englrlh, French and Scot, 
And all the world els, kneele and honour Vice, 
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But in no Countrie, Vertue is of price ? 

Vert. Yes, in all Countries Yertue is o( price, 
In euery kingdome fome diuiner bred 
la more enamord of me then the red. 
Haue Englifhj Scot, and French bowd knees 

theel 
Why that's my glorie too, for by their fharae, 
Men will abhor thee and adore my name. 
Fortune, thou art too weake, Vice th' art a (bole, 
To fight with me, I fuffred you awhile, 
T ecclips my brightnes, but I now will fhine, 
And make you fweare your beautie's bafe to mine. 

Fort, Thou art too infolent, fee here 's a court 
Of mortall judges, lets by them be tride, 
Which of vs three fhall moft be deifide. 

Vice. 1 am content 

Fort. And I. 

Vert. So am not I. 
My Judge fhall be your facred deitie. 

Vice. O miferable me, I am vndon. 

Exit Vice and her traini 

All. O flop the horrid monfter. 

Vert. Let her runne. 
Fortune, who conquers now ) 

Fort. Vertae, I fee, 
Thou wilt triumph both ouer her and me. 

All. Emprelle of heauen and earth. 

Fort. Why doe you mocke me ? 
Kneele not to me, to her tranffer your eyes, 
There fits the Queene of Chance, I bend my knees, 
Lower then yours : dread goddeffe, tis moft meete, 
That Fortune fall downe at thy conqu'ring feete. 
Thou facred Emprefle that commandll the Fates, 
Forgiue what I haue to thy handmaid don. 
And at thy Chariot wheeles Fortune fhall run, 
And be thy captiue and to thee reiigne 
All powers which heau'ns large Patent haue madt 
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Vert. Fortune th'art vanquifht : facred deitie, 
v pronounce who winnes the viclorie, 
j)d yet that fentence needes not, fince alone, 
'ouc vertuous pretence Vice hath oucr-throwne, 
Yet to confirme the conqnefl. on your fide, 
Looke but on Fortunatus and his fonnes 
Of all the welth thofe gallants did poffefle, 
1nely poore Shaddow is left comfortleue, 
'heir glory e's faded and their golden pride. 
SAa. Onely poore Shaddow tels how poore they 

died. 

Vert. All that they had, or mortall men can haue, 
Sends onely but a Shaddow from thegraue. 
Vertue alone Hues Rill, apd Hues in yon, 
I am a counterfeit, you are the true, 
a Shaddow, at your feete I fall, 

ing for thefe, and thefe, my felfe and alL 

il thefe that thus doe kneele before your eyes, 
e Ihaddowes like my felfe, dred Nymph it lyes 
n you to make vs fubflances. doe it, 
Vertue I am fure you loue, fhee woes you to it 
I read a verdict in your Sun-like eyes, 
And this it is : Vertue the viclorie. 
All. All loudly cry, Vertue the viclorie. 
Vert. Vertue the vic~torie : for ioy of this, 
Thofe felfe fame himnes which you to Fortune fung 
-et them be now in Vertues honour rung. 



The . 



Vertue fmiles : crie hollyday, 
Dimples on her cheekes doe dwell, 
Vertue frownes, crie wellada, 
Her loue is Heauen, her hate is Hell. 
Since heau'n and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes doe lowre. 
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Since heau'n and hell her power obey, 
Where fhee fmiles, crie hollyday. 
Hollyday with ioy we crie, 
And bend, and bend, and merily, 
Sing hymnes to vertues deitie : 
Sing hymnes to Vertues deitie. 

A s they all offer to goe in, Enter the two old men. 
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NAy flay, poore pilgrims, when I entred firil 
The circle of this bright celeftiall Sphere, 
I wept for ioy, now I could weepe for feare. 

2. I feare we all like mortall men ihall proue 
ffeake (not in loue) but in exprefsing loue. 

i. Let euery one beg once more on his knee, 
>ne pardon for himfelfe, and one for mee, 
For I intic'd you hither : O deere Goddeffe, 
Breathe life in our nombd fpirits witli one fmile, 
And from this cold earth, we with liuely foules 
Shal rife like men (new-bome) and make hcau'n found 
With Hymnes fung to thy name, and pralers that we 
May once a yeere fo oft enioy this fight, 
Til thefe yong boyes change their curld locks to white, 
And when gray-winged Age fits on their heads, 
That fo their children may fupply their Steads, 
And that heau'ns great Arithmetician, 
(Who in the Scales of Nomber weyes the world) 
May ftill fo fortie two, and one yeere more, 
And flil adde one to one, that went before, 
And multiply fowre tennes by many a ten : 
To this I crie Amen. 

All. Amen, amen. 

i. Good night (deere miflris) thofe that wifh thee 
harme, 
'hus let them floope vnder deflructions arme. 

All. Amen, Amen, Amen. Exeunt. 
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|Orld, J was once refolu'd to bcc round J_i 
with thee, becaufe J know tis thyfa/hiou $ J 
to bee round with eitery bodie : but the Ed^ 

ivittde Jliifting his point, the Veine 

turn'd : yet becaufe thou wilt fit as Judge of all 
matters (though for thy labour tlum wcar'Ji Mi- 
daffes eares, and art Monftrum horretidum, in- 
forme : Ingens cui lumen ademptum ; wfwfe 
great Poliphemian eye is pit out) J cart- not 
much if I make deferiptiou (before thy Vniuerfa- 
lity) of that terrible Poetomachla, lately comniciu'd 
betwecne Horace the fecond, and a band of leane- 
wilted Poetafters. T/uy haue bin at high wordes, 
and fo high, that the ground could not feme than, 
but (for want o/Chopins) haue jlalk't vpon Stages, 
Horace hal'd his Poetafters to tlte Barre, the 
Poetafters vntruff'd Horace : how worthily 
eyther, or how wrongfully, (World) leant it to 
the Jurie: Horace {queflionles) made himfelfe 
beleeue, that his Burgonian wit might defperately 
challenge all commers, and that none d/irH take vp 
tlu foylc s againft him : It's likely, if he had not fo 
beleiud, lie had not bin fo deceiu'd, for hee zvas 
| anfwcr'd at his owne weapo n : And if befo 



■ 
■ Coron; 



Apollo himfelfe {who is Coronator Poetamm) an 
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To the World. 



Inquifitionyftow/rf betaken touching this lament- 
able merry murderi ng of Innocent Poetry 
mount Helicon to Run-hill, it would be found on 
the Poetafters fide Se defendendo. Notwithfland- 
ingthe Dollars think at her wife. I ' mcele one, and he 
mums full Butt at me with his Satires homes, 
for tliat in vntrufsing Horace J did onely whip 
his fortunes, and condition of life, where the more 
noble Reprehenfion had bin of Ids mindes Defor- 
mitie, whofe grcatnes if his Criticall Lynx liad 
with as narrow eyes, obferu'd in himfelfe, as it 
did little f pais vpou others, without all difputation : 
Horace would not liaue left Horace out of Euery 
man in's Hvmour. His fortunes? why does 
not he taxe that onely in others f Read his Ar- 
raignement and fee. A fecund Cat-a-wountaine 
inewes, and calles me Barren, becaufe my braincs 
could bring foorth no other Stigmaticke than 
Tucca, whome Horace had put to making, and 
begot to my hand : but I wonder what language 
Tucca weuldhaue fpoke, if honefl Captcn Hannam 
had bin borne without a tongue f Jfl not as law- 
full then for mcc to imitate Horace, as Horace 
Hannam ? Befides, If J had made an oppofitwn 
of any other new-minted fellow, (of what Tefl 
fo cuer) hec had bin out-fae'd, and out-weyed by a 
fettled former approbation : ueyther was it muck 
improper tofet tltc fame dog vpon Horace, whom 
Horace hadfet to worrie ot/iers. 

I could heere (ceueu with the feather of my pen") 
wipe off other ridiculous imputations : but my bejl 
way to anfwer them, is to laugh at them '■ onely 
thus much I protcfl (and fweare by the diuiucjl 
part of true Poefie) that (Iwwfoeuer the limiues of 
my naked lines may bee and I know haue bin, tor- 
turd on the racke) they are free front coufpirii - 






the leaft difgrace to any man, but onely to our new 
race ; neythcr /Jwuld this gltojl of Tucca, Itaue 
walk/ vp and downe Ponies Church-yard, but that 
hee was rais'd vp (in print) by n-ewe Exorcifmes. 
World, if thy Hugcncs wiU bddiie this : doe, 
ifnot, J care not : /or 'f dedicate my books not to 
thy Greatnes, but to the Greatnes of thy (come : 
. let tliat mad Dog Detraction bite 
till his teeth hee worne to the flumps : Rnuyfecde 
thy Snakes fo fat with poyfon till they burfl : 
World, let all thy Adders Jhoote out their Hidra- 
headed-forked Stinges, Ha, ha, Nauci ; if none 
will take my part, (as I defire none) yet I fthanke 
thee (thou true Venufian Horace^ for thefe good 
wordes thou giu'fi me : Populus me fibylat at 
mihi plaudo. World farewell. 
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The Vntrufftng of the Humo- 
rous Poet. 

Enter tun> Gt'ilkioomcii jlrewing of flowers, 

COme bedfellow come, drew apace, ftrew, 
flrew ; in good troth tis pitty that thefe 
flowers muil be trodden vnder feete' as they are like 
to bee anon. 

2. Pitty, alacke pretty heart, thou art forry to lee 
any good tiling fall to the ground : piety 1 no more 
pitty, then to fee an Innocent May den -head deliuered 
vp to the ruffling of her new-wedded husband. 
Beauty is made for vfe, and hee that will not vie a 
fweete foule well, when fhe is vnder his fingers, I pray 
Verms he may neuer kifle a fair and a delicate, foft, 
red, plump -lip. 

r. Amen, and that's torment enough. 

2. Pitty ? come foole, fling them about luflily : flowers 
neuer dye a fweeter death, than when they are 
fmoother'd to death in a Louers bofome, or elfe paue 
the high wayes, ouer which thefe pretty, fimpring, 
fetting things, call'd brides, mull trippe. 

i. I pray thee tell mee, why doe they vfe at wed- 
dings to furnifh all places thus, with fweete hearbes 
and flowers 1 

2. One reafon is, becaufe tis 5 a moil fweet 

thing to lye with a man. 

i. I think tis a O more more more more lwcet to 
lye with a woman. 
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a. I warrant all men are of thy minde : another 
reafon is, becaufe they fticke like the fcutchions of 
madam e chaftity, on the fable ground, weeping in 
their ftaikes, and wincking with theyr yellow-funke 
eyes, as loathe to beholde the lamentable fall of a 
Maydenhead : what fencelefs thing in all the houfe, 
that is not nowe as melancholy, as a new fet-vp 
School em after '[ 

i. Troth I am. 

2. Troth I thinke thou mournft, becaufe th'afl mift 
thy turne, I doe by the quiuer of Cupid: you fee the 
torches melt themfelues away in teares : the infl.ru- 
vnents weare theyr heart ftringes out for forrow : and 
the Silner Ewers weepe moll pittifull Rofewater : fiue 
or fixe payre of the white innocent wedding gloues, 
did in ray fight choofe rather to be torne in peeces 
than to be drawne on ; and looke this Rofemary, (a 
fatall hearbe) this dead-mans nofe-gay, has crept in 
amongft thefe flowers to decke th' inuifible coarfe of 
the Bride's Maydenhead, when (oh how much do we 
poore wenches fuffer) about eleuen or tweiue, or one 
a clock at midnight at fnrthefl, it defcends to purga- 
tory, to giue notice that Cakjlim (hey ho) will neuer 
come to lead Apes in hell. 

i. I fee by thy fighing thou wilt not. 

2. If I had as many Mayden-heads, as I have 
bayres on my head, Ide venture them all rather then 
to come into fo hot a place ; prethy ilrew thou, for 
my little armes are weary. 

i. I am hire thy little tongue is not. 

2. No faith that's like a woman bitten with fleas, it 
neuer lyes ftil : fye vpont, what a miferable tiling tis 
to be a noble Bride, there's fuch del ayes in rifmg, in 
fitting gownes, in tyring, in pinning Re haloes, in poak- 
ing, in dinner, in fupper, in Reuels, & laft of all in 
curling the poore nodding fidlers, for keeping Miftris 
Bride fo long vp from fweeter Reuels ; that, oh I coi ' " 
neuer endure to put it vp without much bickering. 



the Humorous Poet. 



is 7 



Come th'art an odde wench, hark, harke, 
muficke ? nay then the Bride's vp. 

Is Ihe vp i nay then I fee (he has been downe : 
-ord ha mercy on vs, we women fall and fall (till, and 
when we haue husbands we play upon them like Vir- 
ginall Jackes, they muft ryfe and fall to our humours, 
or elfe they'l neuer get any good ftraines or muficke 
out of vs ; but come now, haue at it for a roayden-head, 
Jlrew. 



rAs they Jlrew, enter Sir Quintilian Shorthofe with 
Peeter Flafh and two or three fcruintpnen, with 
lights. 



Sir quin. Come knaues, night begins to be like 
my felfe, an olde man; day playes the th.-efe and 
fteales vponws; well done wenches, well done, 
well done, you haue couered all the ilor.y way to 
church with flowers, ris well, ris well, tlicr- an Km- 
blearae too, to be made out of thele flowers and 
flones, but you are hemr-fL wenches, in, in, in. 

2. When we come to your yuares, we fhal learne 
what honefty is, come pew-fcllow. Exeunt. 

Sir quin. Is the mufirke come yet ? fo much to do ! 
Id come % 

Omnes. Come fir. 

Sir quin. Haue the merry knaues pul'd their fiddle 
cafes oner their inflruments eares 1 

Flajh. As foone as they entred our gates, the 
noyfe went, before they came nere the great Hall, the 
faint hearted v ill iacoea founded at lead thrice. 

Sir quiu. Thou fhouldfl haue reuiu'd them with a 
Cup of burnt wine and fugar ; firra, you, horfe-keeper, 
goe, bid them curry theyr firings : Is my daughter vp 
yet? 

Flajh. Vp fir 1 fhe was feene vp an houre agoe. 

Sir quia. Shee's an early fturrer, ah firra. 

Ftajli. Shee'l be a late fturrer foone at night fir. 

Sir Quint. Goe too Peeter Flajli, you haue a good 
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fodaine flafh of braine, your wittes husky, and no 
maruaile, for tis like one of our Comedians beardes, 
flill ilh Hubble : about your bufmes and looke you be 
nymble to flye from the wine, or the nymble wine will 
catch you by the nofe. 

Flajh. If youre wine play with my nofe Sir, lie 
knock e's coxcombe- 

Sir quiit. Dot; Peekr, and weare it for thy labour ; 
Is my Sonne in Law Sir Walter Tcrell ready yet ? 

Omnes. Ready Sir. Exit another. 

Sir Quiii. One of you attend him : Stay Flajli, 
where's the note of the guefles you haue inuited 1 

Flajli. Here Sir, He pull all your guefles out of my 
bofome ; the men that will come, I haue crofl, but all 
the Gentlewomen haue at the tayle of the lail letter 
a pricke, becaufe you may read them the better. 

Sir Quin. My fpec~lacles, lyght, lyght, knaues : Sir 
Adam Prick/haft, thou haft croft him, heele come. 

Flafli. I had much a doe fir, to draw Sir Adam 
Prkkejhaft home, becaufe I tolde him twas early, but 
heele come. 

Sir quint. Juflice Crop, what will he come 1 

Flafli. He took phificke yefterday fir. 

Sir quint. Oh then Crop cannot come. 

Flajh. O Lord yes, fir yes, twas but to make more 
roome in his Crop for your good cheare, Crop will 
come. 

Sir quint. Widdow Mhieuer. 

Ftajh, Shee's prickt you fee fir, and will come. 

Sit quint. Sir Vaughan ap Recs, oh hee's croft 
twife, fo, fo, fo, then all thefe Ladyes, that fall downe- 
wardes heere, will come I fee, and all diefe Genderaen 
that (land right before them. 

Flajli. All wil come. 

Sir quint. Well fayd, heere, wryte them out agen, 
and put the men from the women ; and Peeler, when 
we are at Church bring wine and cakes, be light & 
nimble good Flajli, for your burden will be but 
light. 
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Enter fir Adam a light before him. 



Sir Adam Pricktfihaft. God morrow, god morrow : 
goe, in, in, in, to the Bridegroome, tafle a cup of 
burnt wine this morning, twill make you flye the better 
all the day after, 

Sir Adam. You are au early ilyrrer Sir QuintUian 
Shorthoft: 

Sir qui. I am fo, it behoues me at my daughters 
wedding, in, in, in ; fellow put out thy torch, and put 
thy felfe into my buttery, the torch burnes ill in thy 
hand, the wine will bume better in thy belly, in, in. 

Flaf/i. Ware there, roome for Sir Adam Prieke- 
fi.afl : your Worfhip — Exit. 

Si 

comi 
Wid, 
Brid 



Enter Sir Vaughcm and Miflris Mineuer. 



Sir qidn. Sir Vaughan ;iml Widdow Mineuer, wel- 
Icome, a thoufand times : my lips Miflris 
iddow mall bid you God morrow, in, in, one to the 
idegroome, the other to the Bride. 
Sir Vaughan. Why then Sir quuitilian Shortliqfe, I 
will ftep into miflris Bride, and Widdow Mineuer, 
(hall goe vpon M. Bridegroome. 

Mineu. No pardon, for by my truely Sir Vaughan, 

dealings with any M. Bridegroomes. 
Sir qiiin. In widdow in, in honufl knight in. 
Sir Vang. I will vflier you miflris widdow. 
Flajlt. Light there for Sir Vaughan ; your good 
'orfliip — 

Sir Yang. Drinte that (hilling Ma. Peder Flafli, 
your guttes and belly. 

Fla. He not drinke it downe fir, but He turne it 
ito that which (hall run downe, oh merrily ! 

Exit Sir Vaughan, 

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, Demetrius, and others with 

Ladies, lights before them. 

Sir quia. God morrow to thefe beauties, and C 
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tlemen, that haue Vfhered this troope of Ladyes to 
ray daughters wedding, welcome, welcome all; mufkk? 
nay then the bridcgroomc's comming, where are thefe 
knaues heere ? 

Flajh. All here fir. 

Enter Terill, Sir Adam, Sir Vaughan, Celeftine, 
Mineuer, and other Ladies and attendants with 
lights. 

Teri. Good morrow Ladies and fayre troopes of 
ants, that haue depof 'd the drowzy King of Deep, 
10 Croume our traine with your rich prefences, 
Tjtilutcym all ; 
Each one fhare thanks from thanks in generall. 

Crif. God morrow M. Bride-groome, miilris 
Bride. 

Omnes. God morrow M. Bride-groome. 

Ter. Gallants I fhal intreate you to prepare, 
For Maskes and Reuels to defeate the night, 
Our Soueraigne will in perfon grace our marriage. 

Sir quift. What will the king be heer ? 

Ter. Father he will. 

Sir quia. Where be thefe knaues? More Rofe- 
mary and gloues, gloues, gloues : choofe Gentlemen ; 
Ladyes put on (oft skins vpon the skin of fofter hands ; 
fo, fo : come miilris Bride take you your place, die 
olde men firft, and then the Batchelors ; Maydes with 
the Bride, Widdows and wiues together, the prieft's at 
Church, tis time that we march thether. 

Ter. Deare Blunt at our returne from Church, 
take paines to ftep to Horace, for our nuptiall fongs ; 
now Father when you pleafe. 

Sir quin. Agreed, fet on, come good Sir Vaug/iart, 
mull we lead the way J 

Sir Vau. Pater you goe too fall for Miilris pride : 
fo; gi"gerly, gingerly ; I mufe why Sir Adam Pricke- 
(haft Hides fo fliort behinde J 

Sir i] u in. He follows clofe, not too fail, holde vp 
knaues, 
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Thus we lead youth to church, they vs to graues. 

Exeunt* 

Horraee fitting in a fludy behinde a Curtaine, a can- 
dle by him burning, books tying amfufedly : to 
hiwfetfe. 

Hor. To thee whofe fore-head fwels with Rofes, 
Whole mod haunted bower 
Giues life & fcnt to euery flower, 
Whofe moll adored name inclofes, 
Things abflrufe, deep and diuine, 
Whofe yellow trefles fhine, 
Bright as Eoan fire. 
O me thy Priefl. mfpire. 
For I to thee and thine immortal! name, 
In — in — in golden tunes, 
For I to thee and thine immortall name — 
In — facred raptures flowing, flowing, fwimming, fwinj- 

ming: 
In facred raptures fwimming,' 

Immortal name, game, dame, tame, lame, lame, lame, 
Pux, hath, fhame, proclaime, oh — 
In facred raptures flowing, will proclaime, not — 
O me thy Priefl. infpyre ! 
For I to thee and thine immortall name, 
In flowing numbers fild with fpright and flame, 
Good, good, in flowing numbers fild with fpright & 

Enter Afmius Bubo. 

Afmi. Horace, Horace, my fweet njng]p. is alwayes 
in labour when' I come, the nine Mufes be his mid- 
wiues I pray Jupiter : Ningle. 

Ho. In flowing numbers fild with fpright and 
flame, 
To thee. 

Afmi, To me! I pledge thee fweet Ningle, by 
Bacchus quaffing boule, I thought th' add drunke to 
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Il«r. It mud hauc been in the deuine lyeour 
then in which, I know you would lew 
haue pledg'd mc, but come fweet roague, fit, fit, fit. 

Ajini. Ouer head and eares yfaithl I haue a 
facke-full of newes for thee, thou (halt plague fome of 
them, if God (end vs life and health together. 

Hor. Its no matter, empty thy facke anon, bal 
come here firfl honed roagtie, come. 

Afini. Id good, 1(1 good, pure Helicon ha] 

ll t >F, Dam me ift be not the befit that euer c 
from me, if I have any judgement, looke fir, lis at 
thaiamium for Sir Walter Tern-Is wedding, my brail 
haue giuen affault to it but this morning. 

AJin. Then I hope to fee them Bye out like g 
powder ere night. 

Ber. Nay good roague marke, for they are t 
boll lynes that euer I drew. 

AJln. Heer's the beft leafe in England, but on, c 
He but tune this Pipe. 

Hor. Marke, to thee whofe fore-hea.ifwcls with liofes. 

Afm. O fweet. but will there be no exceptions 
taken, becaufe fore-head and fwelling comes together) 

Hor. Pu(h away, away, its proper, befides tis an 
elegancy to fay the fore head fwels. 

A/in, Nay an'c be proper, let it (land for Gods 

Hor. Whole mod haunted bower, 
Giues life and fent to euery flower, 
Whofe mod adored name indoles, 
Things abdrufe, deep and diuine. 
Whofe yellow treffes Ihine, 
Bright as Jinan fire. 

Ajini. O pure, rich, ther's heate in this, on, on. 

Hor. Bright as Eoanfne, 
O me thy Pried infpire ! 
For I to thee and thine immortal! name . . . ma 

this. 
In flowing numbers Aid with fpryte and flame. 

Afini. I mary, ther's fpryte and flame in this. 
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A pox, a this Tobacco. 

Afin. Wod this cafe were my laft, if I did not 
marke, nay all's one, I haue always a confort of Pypes 
about tnee, myne Ingle is all fire and water ; I markt, 
by this Candle (which is none of Gods Angels) I re- 
member, you darted backe at fprite and flame. 

Hor. For I to thee and thine immortall name, 
In flowing numbers fild with fprite and flame, 
To the Loues mightiefl King, 
Himen o Himen, does our chafe mufe fing. 

Afin. Trier's muficke in this ; 

Hor. Marke now deare Afinius. 
Let thefe virgins quickly fee thee, 
Leading out the Bride, 
Though theyr blufhing cheekes they hide, 
Yet with kiffes will they fee thee, 
To vntye theyr Virgin zone, 
They grieue to lye alone. 

Afini. So doe I by Paws, 

Hor, Yet with kifles wil they fee thee, my Mufe 
has marcht (deare roague) no farder yet : but how ill J 
how iit % nay prethee good Afinius deale plainly, doe 
not flatter me, come, how ! — 

Afin. If I haue any iudgement : 

Hor. Nay look you Sir, and then follow a troope of 
other rich and labour'd conceipts, oh the end fliall be 
admirable 1 but how ift fweet Bubo, bow, how ? 

Afin. If I have any Iudgement, tis the beft iluffe 
that euer dropt from thee. 

Hor. You ha feene my Acrofticks 1 

lie put vp my pypes and then He fee any 



A/,. 
thing. 

Hor. 
Bubo J 

Afi. 



Th'aft a Coppy of mine Odes to, hall not 



Your odes 1 O that which you fpoke by 
word a mouth at th' ordinary, when Mufco the gull 
cryed Mew at it : 

Hor. A pox on him poore braineles Rooke : and 
11 remember, I tolde him his wit lay at pawne with 
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Sattin fute, ami both would be toll, for not 
fetching home by a day. 

Aft. At which he would faine ha bhiibt but that 
his painted cheekes would not let him. 

Hor. Nay firra the Palinode, which I meane to 
Hitch to my Reuels, fhall be the beft and ingenious 
piece that euer 1 fwet for ; (lay roague. He fat thy 
fpleane and make it pfumpe with laughter, 

Afi. ShaU I J layth Ningle, (hall I fee thy fecreW? 

Hor. Puh my friends. 

Afi, But what fardle's that ? what fardle's that I 

Hor. Fardle, away, tis my packet ; heere lyes m- 
tomb'd the foues of Knights and Earles, heere lis, 
tis, heere tis, Sir Walter Terils letter to me, and my 
anfwere to him : I no fooner opened his letter, but 
there appeared to me three glorious Angels, whome 
I ador'd, as fubiectes doe their Souerai^nes : the 
honeil knight Angles for ray acquaintance. with fuch 
golden baites— but why dooil laugh my good roague 1 
how is my anfwere, prethee, how, how 1 

Afi. Anfwere, as God iudge me Ningle, for thy 
wit thou mayfl. anfwerany Iutlice of peace in England 
I warrant ; thou writ'ft in a moft goodly big hand too, 
I like that, I readil as leageably as fome that haue 
bin fau'd by their neck-verfe. 

Hor. Hut how clod like the Knights inditing I 

Afi. If I haue any judgement ; a pox ont, het 
worihipfull lynes indeed, beer's iluffe : but firra Ningl 
of what falhion is this knights wit, of what blocked 

Hor. Why you fee; wel, wel, an ordinary It 
genm'ty, a good wit for a knight, you know how, 
before God 1 am haunted with fome the moil pitt 
full dry gallants. 

A/mi. Troth fo I think ; good peeces of lantfkip, 
(hew beft a far off. 

Her. I, I, I, excellent fumpter horfes, cany got 
deaths ; but honeil roague, come, what news, wr 
neves abroad 1 I haue heard a the horfes walki 
a' the top of Paules. 
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Afi. Ha ye 1 why the Captain Tucca rayles vpon 
you moll prcpofterouily bc hinde your back e, did you 
not heare him ! 

Ho. A pox upon him : by the white & foft hand 
of Minerva, He make him the mod ridiculous : dam 
me if I bring no('s humor ath ftage : & — fcuruy 
lymping tongu'd captaine, poore greafie buffe lerkin, 
hang him ; tis out of his Element to traduce me : I 
am too well ranckt Afinius to bee ftab'd with his 
dudgion wit : firra, He compofe an Epigram vpoa 
him, Hiail goe thus — 

Afi. Nay 1 ha more news, ther's Crifpinus & bis 
Iorneyman Poet Demetrius Faninus too, they fweare 
they'll bring your life & death vpon'th llagc like a 
Bricklaye r in a play. 

Hor. Bubo they muft preffe more valiant wits 
than theyr own to do it ; me ath ftage ? ha, ha. He 
ftarue theire poore copper-lace work mafters, that 
dare play me r I can bring (& that they quake at) a 
prepar'd troope of gallants, who for my fake thai 
diftafte euery vnfalted line, in their fly-blowne Co- 
medies. 

Afi. Nay that's certaine, ile bring 100 gallants of 

Hor. That fame Crifpinus is the fillied Dor, and 
Faninus the flighted cob- web-la wne peece of a Poet, 
oh God 1 

Why fhould I care what euery Dor doth buz 
In credulous eares, it is a crowne to me. 
That the bed judgements can report me wrong'd. 

Afi. I am one of them that can report it : 

Her. I thinke but what they are, and am not 
moou'd. 

The one a light voluptuous Reueler, 
The other, a flrange arrogating puffe, 
Both impudent, and arrogant enough. 

Afin. S'lid do not Criticus Reuel in thefe lynes, 
ha Ningle ha? Knocking. 



Hor. Yes, they're 



mine owne. 
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Crif. 
Dem. 
Crif. 
Hot. 



Crif, 
Hot. 
Crif. 

Afm. 



Horrace. 
Flaccus. 

Horrace, not vp yet ; 

Peace, tread foftly, hyde my Papers ; wh( 

this fo early 1 

Some of my rookes, Come of my guls J 

Crif. Horrace, Flaccus. 

Hor. Who's there 9 ftray, treade foftly : 

Terill on my life : who's there ? my gowne fwet 

roague, fo, come vp, come in. 

Enter Crifpmus and Demetrius, 
God morrow Horrace. 
0, God faue you gallants. 
Afiniiis Bubo well met 
Nay, I hope fo CrlfpLnus, yet I was ficke 
quarter of a yeare a goe of a vehement great tooti 
atch : a pox ont, it bit me vilye, as God fa me la '. 
knew twas you by your knocking fo foone as 1 ii 
you ; Demetrius Fannius, wil you take a whiffe I' 
morning ? I haue tickling geare now, heer's that n 
play with your nofe, and a pype of mine owne fcowi 
ing too. 

Dem. I, and a Hodgfhead too of your owne, t 
that will neuer be fcowred cleane I feare. 

Afin. I burnt my pype yeflemight, and twas net 
vfde fince, if you will tis at your feruice gallants, a 
Tobacco too, tis right pudding I can tell you ; a 
or two, tooke a pype full or two at my hands, 
praizde it for the Heauens, fhall I fill Flannius i 

Dem. I thanke you good Afinius for your lone, 
I fildome take that Phifickc, tis enough 
Hauing fo much foole to take him in fauffe. 

Hor. Good Bubo read fome booke, and giue i 
leaue. . . . 

Af. Leaue haue you deare Ningle, marry for read- 
ing any book He take my death vpont (as my Ningle 
fayes) tis out of my Element : no faith, ever fince I felt 
one hit me itb teeth that the greatefl. Clarkes are not 
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the wifeil men, could I abide to goe to Schoole, I was 
at As in prefenti and left there : yet becaufe He not 
be counted a worfe foole then I am, He turne ouer a 
new leafe. 

Afinius reads and takes Tobacco. 

Nor. To fee my fate, that when I dip my jien 
In diftilde Rofes, and doe ftruie to dreine, 
Out of myne Inke all gall ; that when I wey 
Each Tillable I write or fpeake, becaufe 
Mine enemies with (harpe and fearching eyes 
Looke through & through me, earning my poore 

labours 
Like an Anotomy : Oh heauens to fee. 
That when my lines arc meafur'd out as ftraight 
As even Paralels, tis flrange that (till. 
Still fome imagine they are drawne awry. 
The error is not mine, but in theyr eye, 
That cannot take proportions. 

Crif. Horrace, Horrace, 
To ftand within the (hot of galling tongues, 
Proues not your gilt, for could we write on paper, 
Made of thefe turning leaues of heauen, the cloudes, 
Or fpeake with Angels tongues : yet wife men know, 
That fome would make the head, tho Saints fhould 

Cng, 
Some fnakes mud hiffe, becaufe they 're borne with 

Hor. Tis true. 

Crif. Doe we not fee fooles laugh at heauen % 
and mocke 
The Makers workmanfhip ; be not you grieu'd 
If that which you mokle faire, vpright and fmooth, 
Be fkrwed awry, made crooked, lame and vile, 
By racking coments, and calumnious tongues, 
So to be bit it rankcles not : for innocence 
May with a feather brum off the foulefl wrongs. 
But when your daftard wit will llrike at men 
In corners, and in riddles folde the vices 
Of your befl friends, youmufl not take to heart, 
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If they take off all gilding from their pilles, 
And onely offer you the bitter Coare. 

Nor. Crifpinus. 

Cri. Say that you haue not fworne vnto your 
Paper, 



th the dregs and bottome 
: fay you fweare 
:e to bright vertue 
to put on 



To biot her white cheekes 
Of your friends priuate vie 
Your loue and your allegiauci 
Makes you defcend fo low, as 
The Office of an Executioner, 
Onely to flrike off the fwolne head of finne, 
Where ere you finde it (landing, 
Say you fweare ; 

And make damnation parcell of your oath, 
That when your laming ieftes make all men bleed, 
Yet you whip none. Court Citty, country, friem" 
Foes, all muft fmart alike ; yet Court, nor Citty, 
Nor foe, nor friend, dare winch at you ; great p 
Dem. If you fweare, dam me Faninus, o: 

Or to the law {Our kingdomes golden chat/ie) 
To Poets dam me, or to Players dam me, 
If I brand you, or you, tax you, fcourge you: 
I wonder then, that of fine hundred, foure 
Should all point with their fingers in one inftant 
At one and the fame man t 

Nor. Deare Faninus. 

Dem. Come, you cannot excufe it. 

Hor. Heare me, I can — ■ 

Dem. You muft daube on thicke collours then t 
hide it 

Crif. We come like your Phifitions, to purge 
Your ficke and daungerous mmde of her difeafe. 

Dem. In troth we doe, out of our loues we com 
And not reuenge, but if you flrike vs ftill, 
We mull defend our reputations : 
Our pens fhall like our fwords be alwayes fheath'd, 
Vnlefle too much prouockt, Horace if then 
They draw bloud of you, blame vs not, we are men : 
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Come, let thy Mufe beare vp a fmoother fayle, 
Tis the eafieil and the bafeft Arte to raile. 

/for. Deliuer me your hands, I loue you both, 
As deare as my owne foule, prooue me, and when 
I fiiall traduce you, make me the fcome of men. 

Both. Enough, we are friends. 

Cri. What reads AfiniusJ 

Afi. By my troth heer's an excellent comfortable 
booke, it's moil fweet reading in it. 

Dem. Why, what does it fmell of Bubo 1 

Afi, Mas it fmels of Rofe-leaues a little too. 

Hor. Then it mud be a fwcet booke, he would 
Jaine perfume his ignorance. 

Afi. I warrant he had wit in him that pen'd it 

Cri/. Tis good yet a foole will confefle truth. 

Afi. The whoorfon made me meete with a hard 
ftile in two or three places as I went ouer him. 

Dent. I beleeue tiiee, for they had need to be very 
lowe & eafie Stiles of wit that thy braines goe ouer. 

Enter Blunt and Tucca. 

'•lug, Wher's this gallant T Morrow Gentlemen : 
this deuife done yet Horace ? 
Hor. Gods fo, what meane you to let this fellow 
dog you into my Chamber T 

Blurt. Oh, our honeft Captayne, come, prethee let 

Tuc. Why you baftards of nine whoores, the Mufes, 
why do you walke heere in this gorgeous gallery ot 
gallant inuentions, with that whoorefon poor !yme tfc 
hayre-rafcall J why — 

Crif. O peace good Tucca, we are all fworue 
friends, 

Tuc. Sworne, that ludas yonder that walkes in 
Rug, will dub you Knights ath Pofle, if you feme 
vnder his band of oaths, the copper-fact rafcal wi! for 
a good fupper out iweare twelue dozen of graund 
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Blun. A pox ont, not done yet, and bin about it 
three dayes 1 

Horr. By Iefu within this houre, faue you Cap- 
tayne Tucca. 

Tuc. Dam thee, thou thin bearded Hermaphro 
dite, dam theej He faue my felfe for one I warrant 
thTe, is this thy Tub Diogines ? 

Hor. Ves Captaine thi3 is my poore lodging. 

A/tn. Morrow Captaine Tucca, will you whiffe this 
morning? 

Tuc. Art thou there goates pizzel ; no godaroercy 
Caine I am for no whiffs I, come hether ilieep-skin- 
weauer, s'foote thou lookfl as though th' add beg'd 
out of a Iayle : drawe, I mean not thy face (for tis not 
worth drawing) but drawe neere : this way marten, 
follow your commaunder you fcoundrell : So, thou 
muff, run of an errand for mee Mephodophiles. 

Hor. To doe your pleafure Captayne I will, \ 
whether. 

Tuc. To hell, thou knowft the way, to hell | 
fire and brimflone, to hell; doft flare my Sarfens-hea 
at Newgate 1 doll gloate ? He march through thy dui 
kirkes guts for fhooting iefles at me. 

Hor. Deare Captaine but one word. 

Tuc. Out ben ch-whi filer out, ile not take thy « 
for a dagger Pye : you brown e-bread-mouth (linker, ile 
teach thee turne me into Bankes his horfe, and to ti "" 
gentlemen I am a lugler, and can fhew trickes. 

Hor. Captaine Tucca, but halfe a word in yoi 
eare. 

Tuc. No you ftaru'd rafcal, thou't bite off n 
eares then, you muft haue three or foure fuites o 
names, when like a lowfie Pediculous vermin th'aft 
but one fuite to thy backe : you muil be call'd Afper, 
and Criticus, and Horace, thy tytle's longer a reading 
then the Stile a the big Turkes : Afper, Criticus, Quin- 
tus, Horatius, Flaccus. 

Hor. Captaine I know vpon what euen bafes I 
Hand, and therefore — 
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Tut. Bafes ? wud the roague were but ready for 
me. 

Blun, Nay prethee deare Tucca, come you (hall 
(hake— 

Tuc. Not hands with great Hunkes there, not 
hands, but He fhake the gull-groper out of his tan'd 
skinne. 

Crifp. 6- Deme. For our fake Captaine, nay pre- 
thee holde. 

Tuc. Thou wrongft heere a good honeft rafcall 
Crifpinus, and a poore vartet Demetrius Fanninus 
(bretheren in thine owne trade of Poetry) thou fayft 
Crifpinus Satlin dublet is Reauel'd out heere, and 
that this penurious fneaker is out of elboes, goe two 
my good full mouth'd ban-dog, He ha thee friends 
with both. 

ffor. With all my heart captaine Tucca, and with 
you too, He laye my handes vnder your feete, to 
keepe them from aking. 

Omnes. Can you have any morel 

Tuc. Saift thou me fo, olde Coale come) doo't 
then ; yet tis no matter neither, He haue thee in 
league firft with thefc two rowly powlies : they lhal be thy 
Damons and thou their Pithyaffc; Crifpinus fhall giue 
thee an olde caft Sattin fuite, and Demetrius fTiail write 
thee a Scene or two, in one of thy ftrong garlicke 
Comedies ; and thou (halt take the guilt of confcience 
fort, and fweare tis thine owne olde lad, tis thine 
owne : thou neuer yet fels't into the hands of fattin, 
didfti 

Hor. Neuer Captaine I thanke God. 

Tuc. Goe too, thou (halt now King Gorboduck, 
thou (halt, becaufe He ha thee damn'd, lie ha thee all 
in Sattin : Afper, Criticus, Quintus, Horatius, Flaccus, 
Crifpinus thai doo't, thou fhalt doo't, heyre apparant 
of Helicon, thou (halt doo't 

Aft. Mine Ingle weare an olde caft Sattin fuite 1 

Tuc. I wafer-face your Ningle. 
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Afi. If he carry the minde of a Gentleman, lie'l 
fcorne it at's heeles. 

Tuc. Mary muffe, my man a ginger-bread, wilt 
eate any fmal] coale? 

Afi. No Captaine, wod you mould well know it, 
great coale iliall not fill my bellie. 

Tuc. Scome it, dolt fcome to be arrefled at one of 
his olde Suites t 

Hor. No Captaine, lie weare any thing. 

Tin: I know thou wilt, I know th'art an Iioneft 
low minded Pigmey, for I ha fecne thy moulders lapt 
in a Plaiers old call Cloake, like a Slie knaue as thou 
art: and when thou ranll mad for the death of Hora- 
tio ; thou borrowed!! a gowne of Rofcius the Stager, 
(that honed Nicodemus) and fentell it home lowfie, 
didfl not ? Refponde, diiil not 1 

Btim. So, fo, no more of this, within this houre — 

Hor. If I can found retreate to my wits, with 
whome this leader is in skirmilli, He end. within this 
houre. 

Tuc. What wut end % wut hang thy felfe now 1 has 
he not writ Finis yet Jacke? what will he bee fifteene 
weekes about this Cockatrices egge too 1 has hee not 
cackeld yet? not laide yet t 

Blunt. Not yet he fweares hee will within this houre. 

Tuc. His wittes are fomewhat hard bound ; the 
Puncke his Mufe has fore labour ere the whoore bee 
deliuered : the poore faffron-cheeke Sun-burnt Gipfie 
wantes Phificke ; giue the hungrie-face pudding-pye- 
eater ten Pilles : ten (hillings my faire Angelica, the/l 
make his Mufe as yare as a tumbler. 

Btu. He mail not want for money if heele write. 

Tuc. Goe by leronimo, goe by ; and heere, drop 
the ten millings into this Bafon j doe, drop, when 
Iacke 1 hee fhall call me his Maecenas: befides, He 
dam vp's Ouen-mouth for rayling at's : So, ifl. right 
Iacke? ia fterling % fall off now to the vanward of 
yonder foure Stinkers, and aske alowde if wee fhal 







goe 1 the Knight (hall defray lacke, the Knight when 
it comes to Summa totalis, the Knyght, the Knight. — 

Blu. Well Gentlemen, we'll leaue you, fhall we 
goe Captaine i good Horrace make fome hall. 

Hor. lie put on wings. 

Attn. I never fawe mine Ingle fo dafht in my life 
before. 

Crif. Yes once Afinius. 

Aft. Mas you fay true, hee was dafht worfe once 
going (in a rainy day) with a fpeech to 'th Tilt-yard, 
by Gods 1yd has call'd him names, a dog would not 
put vp, that had any difcreation. 

Tuc. Holde, holde vp thy hand, I ha feene the 
day thou didft not fconie to holde vp thy golles : 
the^s a Souidiers Spur-royall, twelue pence : Stay, 
becaufe I know thou canfl not write without quick- 
filuer ; vp agen, this goll agen, I giue thee double 
preue-money : Stay, becaufe I know thou haft a noble 
head, ile deuide my Crowne, 6 royall Porrex, trier's a 
teflon more ; goe, thou and thy Mufe munch, doe, 
munch; come my deare Mandrake, if Skeldring fall 
not to decay, thou fhalt florifh : farewell my fweet 
Amadis de Gaule, farewell. 

»Hor. Deare Captaine. 
Tuc. Come Iacke. 
Dem. Nay Captaine (lay, we are of your band. 
Tuc. March faire then : 
Cri. Horace farewell, adue Afinius. Exeunt. 

Aft. Ningle lets goe to fome Tauerne, and dine 
together, for my (lomache rifes at this fcuruy leather 
Captaine. 
■ Hor. No, they haue choakt me with mine owne 

difgrace, 
Whicliffooles) ile fpit againe euen in your face. Exeunt. 

Etdcr Sir Quintilian Shorthofe, Sir Adam, Sir Vaug- 
ham, Mineuer with feruin^men. 
Sir quinti. Knaues, Varlets, what Lungis, giue me 
a dozen of ftooles there. 
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"me fences a 
Sorthofc to 



Sir Vau. Sefu pleffe vs all in our fiut 
peece, what meane yee fir Kintilian Sorthofe 
(land fo much on a dozen (looks, heere be not 
preeches imiffe to hyde a dozen (looks, vnkffe you 
wifTc fome of vs preake his fmnes. 

Sir quin. 1 fay fir Vaughan no fhinne (hal be 
broken heer, what lungis, a chavre with a (Ironge 
backe, and a foft bellie, great with childe, with a 
cufhion for this reuerend Lady. 

Mincu. God neuer gaue me the grace to be a 
Lady, yet I ha beene worfhipt in my conference to 
my face a thoufand times, I cannot denye fir Vaughan, 
but that I haue all implements, belonging to the 
vocation of a Lady. 

Sir Vaughan, I trufl miilris Mineuer you haue all 
a honefl oman (hud haue? 

Min. Yes perdie, as my Coach, and my fan, and 
a man or two that ferue my tume, and other things 
which Ide bee loath euery one (hould fee, becaufe 
they dial not be common, I am in manner of a Lady 
in one point. 

Sir Vaug. I pray miftris Mineuers, let vs all fee 
that point for our better vnderftanding. 

Mi. For I ha fome thinges that were fetcht (I 
am fure) as faire as fome of the Low Countries, and 
I payde fweetly for them too, and they tolde me they 
were good for Ladie 

Sir qui. And much good do't thy good heart 
faire widdow them. 

Min. I am fayre t 
Quintilian. 

Sir Vang. In my foule and confeience, and well 
fauoured enough to be a Lady : heere is fir Kintilian 
Sorthofe, and heere is fir Adam Prickfliaft, a fentle- 
man of a very good braine, and well headed ; you fee 
he (hootes his bolt fildome, but when Adam lets goe, 
he hits : and heere is fir Vaughan ap Rees, and I 
beleeue if God fud take vs all irom his mercy, as I 
hope hee will not yet ; we all three loue you, at the 



to bee a Widdow, Sir 
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ottome of our bellyes, and our hearts : and therefore 
miftris Mineuer, if you pleafe, you (hall be knighted by 
one of vs, whom you fall defire to put into your 
deuice and minde. 

Min. One I mull haue fir Vaughan. 

Sir quin. And one of vs thou lhalt haue widdow. 

Min. One I muft haue, for now euery one feekes 
to crow ouer me. 

Sir Vang. By Sefu and if I finde any crowing 
ouer you, & he were a cocke (come out as farre as in 
Turkeys country) tis pofilble to cut his combe off. 

Min. I mule why fir Adam Prickfhaft flyes fo 
farre from vs. 

Sir Adam. I am in a browne fludy, my deare, if 
loue mould bee turned into a beaft, what beaft hee 
were fit to bee turned into. 

Sir quinti. I tliinke Sir Adam an Affe, becaufe of 
his bearing. 

Min. I thinke (failing your reuerence) Sir Adam 
a puppy, for a dog is the moft louing creature to a 
chrillian that is, vnles it be a cbilde. 

Sir Ad. No, I thinke if loue fhould bee turn'd 
away, and goe to ferue any beaft, it muft bee an Ape, 
and my reafon 

Sir Vaug. Sir Adam, an ApeT ther's no more 
reafon in an Ape, than in a very plaine Monkey ; for 
an Ape has no tayle, but we all know, or tis our duty 
to know, loue has two tailes ; In my fudfment, if 
loue be a beaft, that beaft is a ounce of Reddis ; for 
a bunce of Reddis is wife raeate without Mutton, and 
fo is loue. 

ML Ther's the yawning Captaine {fauing your 
reuereuce that has fuch a fore mouth) would one day 
needes perfwade me, that loue was a Rebato ; and 
his reafon was (fauing your reuerence) that a Rebato 
was worne out with pinning too often ; and fo he 
faid loue was. 

Sir Vaug. And Mailer Captaine Tucca fayd 
wifely too, loue is a Rebato indeede : a Rebato muft 
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: Rebatoes, and 



be poaked ; now many women 
many that weare Rebatoes 

Sir Adam. Mud be poakt. 

Sir Vaxi. Sir Adam Prickfhaft has hit the cloute. 
Mufick 

Sir qui. The Muficke fpeakes to vs, we'll haue a 
daunce before dinner. 

Enter Sir Walter Terrill, Caaledine, Blunt, Crifpinus, 
and Demetrius, euery one with a Lady, 

All. The King's at hand. 

Tcr. Father the King's at hand. 
Muficke talke lowder. that thy filuer voice. 
May reach my Soueraignes eares. 

Sir Vang. I pray doe fo, Mufitions bedir your 
fingers, that you may haue vs all by the eares. 

Sir quin. His Grace comes, a Hall varlets, where 
be my men ? blow, blow your colde Trumpets till 
they fwcate ; tickle them till they found agen. 

Blurt. Bed goe meete his Grace. 

All. Agreed. 

Sir Vang. Pray all dand bare, as well men as 
women : Sir Adam is bed you hide your head for feare 
your wife braines take key-colde : on afore Sir Kinti- 
ltan ; Sentlemen fall in before the Ladyes, in feemely 
order and fafhion ; fo this is comelye. 

Enter Trumpets founding, they goe to the doore, and 
meete the King and his Traine, and wltilft the 
Trumpets found the King is wclconid, kiffes the 
Bride, and honors the Bridegroome in dumbejhew. 
King. Nay if your pleasures (hrinke at fight of vs, 
We diall repent this labour, Midris Bride 
You that for fpeakmg but one word to day, 
Mud loofe your head at night ; you that doe dand 
Taking your lad leaue of virginity ; 
You that being well begun, mud not be Maide: 
Wiune you the Ladies, I the men will wooe. 
Our Cslfe will leade my blufhing Bride with you. 
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Sir Vaughan. God bleffe your Maiefty, and lend 

Jon to be a long King William Rufus ouer vs, when 
e fees his times & pleafures. 

King. Wee thanke you good Sir Vaughan, wee 
will take your meaning not your words.. 

Sir quint. Lowde Muficke there. 

Sir Van. I am glad your Maiefty will take any 
thing at my hands ; my words I trufl in Sefu, are 
fpoken betweene my foule and body together, and 
haue neither Felonies nor treafons about them, I 
hope. 

King. Good words, Sir Vaughan, I prethee give 
vs leaue. 

Vaug. Good words fir Vaughan t thats by interpreta- 
tion in englilh, you'r bell giue good words fir Vaughan : 
godand his Anfells blelTe me, what ayles his maieftye 
to be fo tedious and difficult in his right mindes now, I 
holde my life that file rafcall-rymer Horace hath puzd 
and puzd aboue a hundred merie tales and lyce, into 
his great and princely eares : by god and he vfe it, his 
being Phcebus ptieft cannot faue him, if hee were his 
Sapline too ide preafe vpon his coxcomb ; good lord 
bleffe me nut of his maiefties celler: King Williams, I 
hope tis none offences to make a fupplication to god 

».■). mightie for your long life : for by fliefu I haue no 
meaning in't in all the world, vnles rafcalls be here 
that will haue your grace take (halke for fhees, and 
vnleffe Horace has fern lyce to your maiefty. 
King. Horace, what's he fir Vaughan 1 
Faugh. As hard-fauourd a fellow as your maieftie 
has feene in a fornmers day : he does pen, an't pleafe 
your grace, toyes that will not pleafe your grace : tis 
a Poet, we call them Bardes in our Countrie, finges 
ballads and rymes, and I was mightie fealous, that his 
Inke which is blacke and full of gall, had brought my 
name to your maieftie, and fo lifted vp your hye and 
princely coller. 

King. I neitherknow that Horace, nor mineanger, 
If as thou faift our high and princely dialler 
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Be vp, wee'l tread it downe with daunces ; Ladies 
Loofe not your men ; faire mearures mufl be tread, 
When by fo faire a dauncer you are lead. 

Faugh. Miftris Miniuer : 

Miu. Perdie fir Vaughan I cannot daunce. 

Vaugh. Perdie by this Miniuer cappe, and acord- 
ing to his marellies leaue too, you fall be put ii 
among theife Ladies, & daunce ere long I trefl h 
god, the faking of the feetes. 

They daunce a flraine, and whilfl the others keepe on, 

the King and Celefline flay. 
Kin. That turne faire Bride (hews you mufl tume 

at night, 
In that fweet daunce which (leaks away delight. 
Cal. Then pleafure is a thiefe, a fit, a feauer : 
Kin. True, he's the thiefe, but women the receiuer. 

Another change ; they fall in, the reft gee on. 

Kin, This change fweet Maide, faies you i 
change your life, 
As Virgins doe. 

Cal. Virgins nere change their life, 
She that is wiu'd a maide, is Maide and wife. 

Kin. But (he that dyes a Maide ; — 

Cal. Thrice happy then. 

Kin. Leades Apes in hell. 

Cml Better leade Apes then men. 

At this third change they end, and Jlie mates the King. 

Kin. Well met. 

Gel Tis ouertaken. 

Kin. Why faire fweet 1 

Ccel. Women are ouertaken when they meete ; 

King. Your bloud fpeakes like a coward. 

Ccel. It were good, 
If euery Maiden blufli, had fuch a bloud. 

Kin. A coward bloud, why whom fhould maidens 
feare? 
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Men, were Maides cowards, they'd not come 
fo nere, 
y Lord the Meafure's done, I pleade my duetie. 
Kin. Onelie my heart takes meafure of thy beautie. 
Sir guin. Now by my hofe I fweare, that's no dscpe 

This was a fine fweet earth-quake gentlie moou'd, 
By the foft winde of whifpring Silkes ; come Ladies, 
Whofe ioynts are made out of the dauncing Orbes, 
Come, follow me, walke a colde meafure now ; 
In the Brides Chamber ; your hot beautie's melt, 
Take euerie one her fan, giue them their places, 
And wane the Northerne winde vpon your faces. 

ICeleJline and all the Ladya doing obeyjunce to the 
King, who onely kiffes her, Exeunt, Short-hoje 
manning t/tem, the Gallants Jland aloofc. 
Kin. Sir Walter Terrill. 
Ter. My confirmed Leige. 
Ki. Beautie out of her bountie, thee hath lent 
more then her owne with liberall extent. 
Ter. What meanes my Lord ? 
Kin. Thy Bride, thy choice, thy wife, 
She that is now thy fadom, thy new world, 
That brings thee people, and makes little fubiecTs ; 
Kneele at thy feete, obay in euerie thing, 
So euerie Father is a priuate King. 

Ter. My Lord, her beauty is the pooreft part, 
Chieflie her vertues did endowc my heart 

Km. Doe not back-bite her beauties, they all 

Brighter on thee, becaufe the beames are thine, 
To thee more faire, to others her two lips 
Shew like a parted Moone in thine Eclipfe ; 



That 
Walkes 
Giue nit 



What meanes the Kingl 
Tis a quaint ftraine. 



Ter. My Lord. 

King. Thou darft not Wat 

Ter. She is too courfe an obiec"t for the Court 

Kin. Thou darft not Wat : let to night be ! 



Ter. For fhee's not yet mine owne. 

Sin. Thou darft not Wat J 

Ter. My Lord I dare, but 

King. But I fee thou darft not 

Ter. This night. 

King. Yea, this night, tufh thy minde repaires not, 
The more thou talk'ft of night, the more thou darft 

not ; 
Thus fane I tend, I wod but turne this fpheare. 
Of Ladies eyes, and place it in the Court, 
Where thy faire Bride fhould for the Zodiacke fhine, 
And euery Lady elfe fit for a figne. 
But all thy thoughts are yellow, thy fweet bloud 
Rebels, th'art iealous Wat ; thus with proucle reuels I 
To emmulate the masking firmament, 
Where Starres dance in the filuer Hall of heauen, 
Thy pleafure fhould be feafoned, and thy hed 
Relish thy Bride, But, but thou darft not Wat. 

Ter. My Loord I dare. 

Kin. Speake that agen. 
Ter. I dare. 

King. Agen kinde Wat, and then I know thou 
darft. 

Ter. I dare and will by that ioynt holy oath, 
Which (he and I fwore to the booke of heauen. 
This very day when the furueying Sunne. 
Riz like a witnes to her faith and mine, 
By all the loyalty that fubiects owe 
To Maiefly, by that, by this, by both, 
I fweare to make a double guarded oath, 
This night vntainted by the touch of man, 
She (hall a Virgin come. 

Kin. To Court ? Ter. To Court. 
I know I tooke a woman to my wife, 






And I know women to be earthly Moones, 
That neuer mine till night, I know they change 
Their Orbes (tbeir husbands) and in fickifti hearts, 
Steale to their fweete Endimions, to be cur'd 
With better Phificke, fweeter dyet drinkes, 
Then home can minifter : all this I know 
Yet know not all, but giue me leaue O King, 
To boaft of mine, and faie that I know none ; 
I haue a woman but not fuch a one. 

Kin. Why, fhe's confirmed in thee ; I now ap- 
prooue her, 
If conflant in thy thoughts who then can mooue her ) 

Enter Sir Quintilian. 
Sir qui. Wilt pleafe your Highnes take your place 
within, 
The Ladies attend the Table. 

Kin. I goe good Knight ; Wat thy oath. 
Ter. My Lord, 
My oath's my honour, my honour is my life, 
My oath is conflant, fo I hope my wife. Exeunt. 



Enter Horace in his true attyre, Afinius bearing his 



Afi. If you flye out Ningle, heer's.your Cloake ; I 
thinke it raines too. 

Ho. Hide my moulders in'L 

Afi. Troth fo th'adft neede, for now thou art in 
thy Pee and Kue ; thou had fuch a villanous broad 
backe, that I warrant th'art able to beare away any 
mans iefles in England. 

Bor. It's well Sir, I ha flrengthto beare yours mee 
thinkes ; fore God you are growne a piece of a Critift, 
fince you fell into my hands : ah little roague, your 
wit has pickt vp her crums prcttie and well 

Afi. Yes faith, I finde my wit a the mending hand 
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Ningle ; troth I Joe not thinke but to proceede I 
ader next Commencement, if I haue my grace [ 
fecllie ; euerie one that confer with me now, /lop tl 
nofe in merriment, and fweare I fmell fomewhat o 
Horace ; one calies me Horaces Ape, another I" 
Beagle, and fueh Poeticall names it pafies. I was b 
at Barbers lalt day, and when he was rencing my face, 
did but crie out, fellow thou makd me Cotmiite too 
long, <Si fayes he fayes hyee, Mailer Afinius Bubo, you 
haue eene Horaces wordes as right as if he had fpit 
them into your mouth. 

Hor. Well, away deare Afinius, deliuer this letter 
to the young Gallant Drufo, he that fell fo ftrongly in 
loue with mee yedernighL 

Afin. It's a fweete Muske-cod, a pure fpic'd-goll ; 
by this feather I pittie his Ingenuities; but haft writ 
all this fince Ningle t I know thou hail a good run- 
ning head and thou Udell. 

Hor. Foh come, your great belly'd wit mud ltn 
for euery thing too ; why you Rooke, I haue a fe 
letters readie darcht to my hands, which to any f: 
fuited gallant, that but newlie enters his name i 
my rowle, I feud the next morning, ere his tei 
clocke dreame has rize from him, onelie with clap pi nj 
my hand to't, that my Nouice rtiall dart, ho and h" 
haire ftand an end, when hee fees the fodaine S 
my writing : what you prettie Diminitiue roague, i 
mud haue fade hers to amaze thefe fpangle babi 
thefe true heires of Ma. Juflice Shallow. 

Aft. 1 wod ahvaies haue thee fauce a foole thus. 

Hor. Away, and, [lay : here be Epigrams 
Tucca, divulge thefe among the gallants ; a! 
Crifpimis, that Crifpin-affe and Fannius his 
drefler ; who {to make the Mufes beleeue, their fi 
ieds cares were daru'd, and that there was a dearth o 
Poefie) cut an Innocent Moore i' 






twice : & when he had done, made Poulei 



worke of it, as for thefe Twynnes, thefe Poet-apes 
their Mimicke irickes dial I feme 
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With mirth to feafl our Mufe, whilft their owne ilarue. 

Afm. Well Ningle lie trudge, but where's the 
Randeuow ? 

Hor. Well thought off, marie at Sir Vaughans 
lodging the Welfh knight, I haue compofd a loue- 
letter for the gallants worfhip, to his Rofamond : the 
fecond, Millris Miniuer, becaufe Hie does not thinke 
fo foundly of his lame Englifh as he could wifh ; I 
hagull'dhis Knight fhip heere to his face, yet haue 
given charge to his winching vnderftamling not to per- 
ceiue it : nay Gods fo, away deare Bubo. 

Afi. I am gone. Exit. 

Hor. The Mufes birdes the Bees were hiu'd and 
fled, 
Vs in our cradle, thereby prophecying ; 
That we to learned eares fliouU fweetly fiflg, 
But to the vulger and adulterate hraine, 
Should loath to pro Hit 11 te our Virgin jtraine* 
No, our fharpe pen fhall keep the world in awe, 
Horace thy Poehe, wormwood wreathes (hall weare, 
We hunt not for mens loues but for their feare. Exit. 

Enter Sir Adam anil Miniuer. 

Min. O Sir Adam Prickfhaft, you are a the bow 
hand wide, a long yard I affure you : and as for 
Suitors, truelie they all goe downe with me, they haue 
all one flat anfwere. 

Sir Adam. All Widdow t not all, let Sir Adam bee 
your firft man lTill. 

Enter Sir Quintilian. 
Sir quin. Widdow, art ftolne from Table 1 I Sir 
Adam, 
Are you my riuall 1 well, flye faire y' are befl ; 
The King's exceeding merrie at the banquet, 
He makes the Bride blulh with his merrie words 
That run into her eares ; ah he's a wanton, 
Yet I dare trufl her, had he twentie tongues, 
* i euerie tongue a Stile of Maieflie. 
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Now Widdow, let me tell thee in thine eare, 
I !oue thee Widdow, by this ring ; nay weare it 

Mineu. lie come in no rings pardie, He take n 
golde. 

Sir Ada. Harke in thine eare, take me, I am no 



Enter Sir Vaughan and Peter Flafh. 

Sir Van. Matter Peter Flafh, I will grope about 
Sir Quintilian, for his terminations touching and con- 
fid ering you. 

Flajh. 1 thanke your Worfhip, for I haue as good 
a ilomacke to your Worfhip as a man could wiih. 

Sir Van. I hope in God a mightie, I fliall fill your 
flomack Mailer Peter : What two vpon one Sentle- 
men ; Miflris Miniuer, much good doo 't you Sir 
Adam. 

Sir quin. Sir Vaughan, have you din'd well Sir 
Vaughan 1 

Sir Van- As good feere as would make any hun- 
grie man (and a were in the vileft prifon in the world) 
eate and hee had anie ftomacke : One word I 
Quintilian in hugger mugger ; heere is a Sentlem 
of yours, Mafler Peter Flafh, is tefirous to haue his 
blew coate pul'd ouer his eares ; and .... 

Flajh. No, Sir, my petition runs thus, that youi 
worihippe would thrufl me out of doores, and that I 
may follow Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Vau. I can tell you Mafler Flafh, and yot 
follow mee I goe verie fall, I thinke in my confidence, 
I am one of the lighted knights in England. 

Flajfi. It's no matter Sir, the Flafhes haue euer 
bin knowne to be quicke and light enough. 

Sir quin. Sir Vaughan, he thai follow you, he fhall 
dog you good Sir Vaughan. 

Enter Horace walking. 
Sir Vau. Why then Peter Flafh I will fet my foure 
markes a yeare, and a blew coate vpon you. 
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Fla. Gorlamercyto your worthip, I hope you (hall 
neuer repent for me. 

Sir Vau. You beare the face of an honed man, 
for you blufh palling well Peter, I will quench the 
flame out of your name, and you (hall he chriilned 
Peter Salamander. 

Peter Flajlt. The name 's too good for me, I 
thanke your worfbip. 

Sir Vau. Are you corae Mafter Horace, you font 
mee the Coppie of your letters countenance, and I 
did write and read it ; yourwittes truelie haue done 
verie valliantlie : tis a good inditements, you haue 
put in enough for her ha you not ) 

Hor. According to my inftructions. 

Sir Vau. Tis parting well, I pray Mafter Horace 
walke a little befide your felfe, I will tume vpon you 
incontinent. 

Sir quitt. What Gentleman is this in the Man- 
dilian, a foldyer ? 

Sir Vau. No, tho he has a very bad face for a 
fouldier, yet he has as defperate a wit as euer any 
Scholler went to cuffes for ; tis a Sentleman Poet, he 
has made rimes called Thai a miniums, for M. Pride- 
groome, on vrd widdow. 

Sir qui. Is this he? welcome Sir, your name? 
pray you walke not fo ftatelie, but be acquainted with 
me boldlie ; your name Sir 1 

»Hor. Quintus, Horacius, Flaccus. 
Sir Quint. Good Mailer Flappus welcome. 
He walkes vp and dtrwne. 
Sir Vau. Miflxis Miniuer, one vrde in your comer 
heere ; I delire you to breake my armes heere, and 
read this Paper, you (hall feele my mindes and affec- 
tions in it, at full and at large. 

Mini. He receiue no Loue libels perdy, but by 
word a mouth. 

Sir Vaughan. By Sefu tis no libell, for heere is 
my hand to it. 
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Mini. He ha no hand in it Sir Vaughan, He not 
deale with you. 

Sir Vau. Why then widdow, He tell you by word 
a mouth my deuices. 

ML Your deuices come not neere my mouth Sir 
Vaughan perdy, I was vpon a time in the way to 
marriage, but now I am turn'd a tother fide, I ha 
fwome to leade a (ingle and fimple life. 

Sir Adam. She has anfwer'd you Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Vau. Tia true, but at wrong weapons Sir 
Adam ; will you be an Afle Miflris Miniuers 1 

Min. If I be you flial! not ride me. 

Sir Veiug. A fimple life ! by Selu tis the life of a 
foole, a fimple life ! 

Sir qui. How now Sir Vaughan 1 

Sir Vaugh. My braines has a little fine quawme 
come vnder it, and therefore Sir Adam, and Sir Quin- 
tilian, and miiiris Miniuer caps God bo'y. 

Ail. Good Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Vaugh. Mailer Horace, your inuentions doe 
her no good in the Vniuerfalities ; yet heere is two 
(hillings for your wittes ; nay by Sefu you (hall take it 
if 't were more : yonder bald Adams, is put my nofe 
from his ioynt ; but Adam I will be euen to you : 
this is my cogitations, I will indite the Ladies & 
Miniuer caps to a dinner of Plumbes, and I ihall 
defire you M.Horace, to fpeake or railej you can 
raile I hope in God a mighty. 

Hot. You meane to fpeake bitterlie : 

Sir Vdugtnin. Eight, to fpitte bitterlie vpon bald- 
nes, or the thinnes of haire ; you fall eate downe 
Plumlies to fweeten your mouth, and heere is a good 
Anfell lo defend you : Peter Salamander follow me. 

Najh. With hue and crie and you will Sir. 

Vim. Come M. Horace, I will goe pull out 

■ 

Ho. And He fet out my wits, BaMnes the Theame 1 
My words (hall How hye in a filver tlreame. Exeunt. 
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Enter Tucca bruJMng off the crumbes. 

Tue. Wher 's my mod coflly and fumptuous Short- 
hole 1 

Sir Quint. Is the King rifen from table Captaine 
Tucca 1 

Tue. How % rifen 1 no my noble Quintilian, kings 
are greater men then we Knights and Canalliers, and 
therefore muft eate more then lefier perfons ; God- 
amercy good Diues for thefe crummes : how now 1 
has not Frier Tucke din'd yet ? he falles fo hard to 
that Oyiler-pye yonder. 

Sir quin. Oyfler-pye Captaine 1 ha, ha, he loues 
her, and I loue her and feare both (hall goe without her. 

Tue. Dofl loue her, my fineft and firft part of the 
Mirrour of Knighthood 1 hange her (lie lookes like 
a bottle of ale, when the corke flyes out and the Ale 
fomes at mouth, (bee lookes my good button-breech 
like the figne of Capricorne, or like Tiborne when it 
is couer'd with fnow. 

Sir quin. All 's one for that, (he has a vizard in a 
bagge, will make her looke like an Angefl ; I wod I 
had her, vpon condition, I gaue thee this chaine 
manlie Tucca. 

Tue. I ? faiil thou fo Friskin ? I haue her ath 
hip for fome caufes, I can found her, Ihe '11 come at 
my becke. 

Sir quin. Wod I could found her too Noble corn- 
maunder. 

Tue. Thou (halt doo 't ; that Lady ath Lake is 
thine Sir Triflram, lend mee thy chaine, doe, lend it, 
lie make her take it as a token, He lincke her veto 
thee ; and thou (halt weare hergloue in thy Worfhip- 
full hatte like to a leather brooch ; Nay and thou 
miilrufls thy coller, be tyed in 't dill. 

Sir quin. Miflruft Captaine ? no, heere tis, giue it 
her if (he '11 take it, or weare it thy felfe if (hee '11 take 
mee, He watch him well enough too. 

Tue. No more, lie (hoote away yonder Prickfhaft, 
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and then belabour her, and flye you after yondt 
Cucko : dofl heere me my noble Gold-finch ? - 

Sir i/i'i. No more. 

Tuc. How doll thou my fmug Belimperia % how 
dofl thoul hands off my little bald Derricke, hands 
off: harke hether Sufanna, beware a thefe two wicked 
Elders, (hall I fpeake well or ill of thee 1 

Min. Nay, eene as you pleafe Captaine, it fiial be 
at your choice. 

Tuc. Why well faid, my nimble Short-hofe. 

Sir quin. I heare her, I heare her. 

Tuc. Art angry father time ? art angrie becaufe I 
tooke mother-Winter afidel lie holde my life thou 
art ftrucke with Cupids Binle-bolt, my little prick- 
fhaft, art I doft loue that mother Mumble-cruft, doil 
thou 1 doll long for that whim-wham ? 

Sir Ada. Wod I were as fure to lye with her, as 
ro loue her. 

Tuc. Haue I found thee my learned Dunce, haue 
I found thee? If I might ha my wil, thou fhouldft 
not put thy fpoone into that bumble-broth (for indeede 
Ide tafle her my felfe) no thou (houldfl not ; yet if 
her beautie blinde thee, (he's thine, I can doo't, thou 
heardft her fay eene now, it (hould bee at my choice. 

Sir Ada. She did fo, worke the match and He 
be (low — 

Tuc. Not a filke point vpon mee, little Adam fhee 
fhall be thy Eeue, for leffe then an Apple ; but fend, 
bee wife, fend her fome token, fhee's greedie, fhee 
fhall take it, doe, fend, thou (halt flicke in her 
{Prickefhaft) but fend. 

Sir Adam. Heer's a purfe of golde, thinke you 
that *il be accepted ? 

Tut. Goe to, it fhall bee accepted, and twere but 
filuer, when that Flea-bitten Short-hofe ileppes hence : 
vanilh too, and let mee alone with my Grannam in 
Gutter-Lane there, and this purfe of golde doe, let me 
alone. 
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Sir quirt. The King, gods Lord, I doe forget the 
King; 

Widdow, thinke on my wordes, I rauft be gone 
To waite his rifmg, lie retume anone. 

Sir Ad. Stay Sir Quintilian, He be a waiter too. 

Sir quint. Widdow wee'll truft that Captaine there 
with you. Exeunt. 

Tuc. Now, now, mother Bunch how doll thou 1 
what doil frowne Queene Gwyniuer 1 doft. wrinckle ) 
what made thefe paire of Shittle-cockes heere? what 
doe they fumble for P He ha none of thefe Kites 
fluttering about thy carkas, for thou malt bee my 
Weft Jndyes, and none but trim Tucca fhall difcouer 
thee. 

Min. Difcouer me ? difcouer what thou canft of 
me. 

Tuc . What I can 1 thou knowft what I can dif- 
couer, but I will not lay thee open to the world. 

Min. Lay me open to the world J 

Tuc. No I will not my moldie decay'd Charing- 
croffe, I will not 

Mi. Hang thee patch-pan nell, I am none a thy 
Charing-croffe : I fcorne to be Croffe to fuch a fcab as 
thou makft thy felfe. 

Tuc. No, tis thou makft me fo, my Long Meg a 
Weftminfter, thou breedft a fcab, thou — 

Min. I ? dam thee filthie Captaine, dam thy felfe. 

Tw. My little deuill a Dow-gate, He dam thee, 
thou knowft my meaning) He dam thee vp ; my wide 
mouth at Bifh ops-gate. 

Min. Wod I might once come to that damming. 

Tuc. Why thou (halt, my fweet dame Annis a 
cleere thou (halt, for He drowne my felfe in thee ; I, 
for thy lone, He finke, I, for thee. 

Min. So thou wilt I warrant, in thy abhommable 
finnes ; Lord, Lord, howe many filthy words haft thou 
to anfwere for. 

Tut. Name one Madge-owlet, name one, He an- 
fwer for none ; my words fhall be foorth comming at 
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all times, & (hall anfwer /or them fellies ; my nimble 
Cat-a-mountaine : they (hall Side Bum-trincket, for He 
giue thee none but Suger-candie words, I will not 
Pufie : goody Tripe-wife, I will noL 

Min. Why doll call mee fuch horrible vngodlie 
names ihen 1 

Tuc. He name thee no more Mother Red-cap vpon 
paine of death, if thou wilt Grimalkin, Maggot-a- 
pye I will not. 

Min. Wod thou shouldil wel know, I am no Mag- 
got but a meere Gentlewoman bome. 

Tu. I know thou art a Gentle, and He nibble at 
thee, thou (halt be my Cap-a-maintenance, & ne 
carrie my naked fword before thee, my reuerend Ladie 
Lettice-cap. 

ML Thou (halt carry no naked fwords before n 
to fright me, thou — 

Tuc. Go too, let not thy tongue play fo hard a 
hot-cockles ; for, Gammer Gurton, I meane to bee tl 
needle, I loue thee, I loue thee, becaufe thy t< 
Hand like the Arches vnder London Bridge, for thot 
not turne Satyre & bite thy husband ; No, ( 
Cub, doe not fcorne mee becaufe I goe in Stag, i 
Buffe, heer's veluet too ; thou feed I am worth t! 
much in bare veluet. 

Min. I fcorne thee not, not I. 
Tuc I know thou doll not, thou (hat lee that I 
could march with two or three hundred linkes before 
me, looke here, what I I could fhew golde too, if 
that would tempt thee, but I would not make my felfe 
a Gold-fmithes flail I ; I fcome to goe chain'd my 
Ladie ath Hofpitall, I doe ; yet I will and muft bee 
chain'd to thee. 

Min. To mee \ why Mailer Captaine, you know 
that I bane my choife of three or foure payre of 
Knights, and therefore haue fmall reafon to flye out I 
know not how in a man of war. 

Tuc. A mana warrel come thou knowft not what 
a. worlhipfull focation tis to be a Captaines wife : 
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three or foure payre of Knights t why doft heare 
loane-a-bedlam, lie enter into bond to be dub'd by 
what day thou wilt, when the next acfion is layde 
vpon me, thou (halt be Ladified. 

Min. You know I am offered that by halfe a 
dozen. 

Tuc. Thou shalt little Miniuer, thou (halt, He ha 
this frocke tura'd into a foote-cloth : and thou lhalt 
be carted drawne I meane, Coacht, Coacht, thou 
shalt ryde Iigga-Iogge ; a Hood shall flap vp and 
downe heere, and this shipskin-cap shall be put off. 

Mini. Nay perdie, He put off my cap for no mans 
pleafure. 

Tuc. Wut thou be proude little Lucifer 1 well, 
thou shalt goe how then thou wilt Maide-marian ; 
come buffe thy little Anthony now, now, my cleane 
Cleopatria ; fo, fo, goe thy waits Alexis fecrets, th'afta. 
breath as fweet as the Rofe, that growes by the Beare- 
garden, as fweete as the proud'll head a Garlicke in 
England : come, wut march in, to the Gentle folkes ? 

Mini. Nay txulie Captaine you shall be my 
leader. 

Tuc. I fay Mary Ambree, thou shalt march for- 

Becaufe lie marke how broad th'art in the heeles. 

Mini. Perdie, I will be fet ath lafl for this time. 

Tuc. Why then come, we'll walke arme in arme, 
As tho we were leading one another to Newgate, 

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, and Demetrius, with papers, 
laughing. 



^Cri. 
Dcm. 
Blu. 
Tuc. 

Crif. 



Mine's of a fashion, cut out quite from yours. 
Mine has the sharpen, tooth, yonder he is. 
Captaine Tucca. All hold vp papers. 

How now? 1 cannot fland to read fupplica- 

They're bitter Epigrams compof'd on you 
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Hem. And difperft amongil the gallants 
In feuerall coppies, by Afinius Bubo. 

Tuc. By that liue Eele ? read, Lege Lepto, read 
thou I a eke. 

Bin. Tucca s growne mo nftrous, how I rick ? that I 
fiar,. 

He's to befeenefor money cucry where. 

Tue. Why true, shall not I get in my debts, nay 
and the roagiie write no better I care not, farewell 
blacke Iacke farewell. 

Cri. But Captaine heer's a nettle. 

Tue. Sting me, doe. 

Cri. Tuaa's exceeding tall and yd not kye, 
He fights with skill, but does vwjl vilye lye. 

Tuc. Right, for heere I iye now, open, open, 
make ray adnerfarie come on ; and then Sir, he< 
am I iu's bofome : nay and this be the worft, I 
hug the poore honeft face-maker, He loue the lil 
Atheift, when he writes after my commendation, 
other whip ? come yerke me. 

Hem. Tucca will bite, how I growne Satiricall, 
No, he bites tables, for he /cedes on all. 

Tuc. The whorefon clouen-foote deuill in mans 
apparell lyes, 
There flood aboue forty dishes before me to day, 
That I nere toucht. becaufe they were empty, 

Min. I am witnes young Gentlemen to that. 

Tuc. Farewell ftinckers, I fmel thy mean in; 
Screech-owle, I doe, tho I flop my nofe : and Sii 
Poet, we'll haue thee vn trail for this; come, moi 
Mum-pudding, come. 

Trumpets found aftorijli, and then a fennate : 
King with Casleaine, Sir Walter Terrill, 
Quintilian, Sir Adam, Blunt and other Ladies am 
attendants : whilfl the Trumpets found the King 
takes his leaue of the Bride-groome, and Sir Quin- 
tilian, and lafi of the Bride. 

Kin. My fong in parting doth this burden beare 



I 



the Humorous Poet. 223 

A kiffe the Ditty, and I fet it heere. 
Your lips are well in tune, fining with delight, 
By this faire Bride remember foone at night ; 
Sir Walter. 

Ter. My Leige Lord, we all attend, 
The time and place. 

Kin, Till then my leaue commend. 

They bring him to the doore : Enter at another doore 
Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Van. Ladies, I am to put a verie eafie fuite 
vpon you all, and to defire you to fill your little pellies 
at a dinner of plums behinde noone ; there be Suckets, 
and Marmil.nlri, aritl March ants, and other long white 
plummes that faine would kiile your delicate and 
fweet lippes ; I indite you all together, and you efpe- 
cially my Ladie Pride; what doe you faie for your 
felles 1 for I indite you all. 

Cat. I thanke you good Sir Vaughan, I will come. 

Sir Van. Say Sentlewomen will you Hand to me 
tool 

All. Wee'll fit with you fweet Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Vau. God a mightie pleffe your faces, and 
make your peauties laft, when wee are all dead and 
rotteu :— you all will come. 

1 Lady. All will come. 

Sir Vang. Pray God that Horace bee in his right 
wittes to railenow. Exit. 

Crif. Come Ladie, you fhall be my dauncing 
gtteft. 

»To treade the maze of muficke with the reft 
Dent, lie lead you in. 
Dicach. A maze is like a doubt : 
Tis eafie to goe in, hard to get out 
£tutt. We follow clofe behinde. 
Philoca. That meafure's beft. 
Now nonemarkes vs, but we marke all the reft. 

Exeunt. 
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Ter. Father, and you my Bride ; that tame 
Wife comes not till to-morrow : but omitting 
This enterchange of language ; let vs thinke 
Vpon the King aod night, and ca 1 our fpirits 
To a true reckoning : firil to Arme our wittes 

eat fleele of ludgement, and our tongs 
With found artillery of Phrafes : then 
Our Bodies mufl bee motions ; moouing firil 
What we fpeake : afterwards, our very knees 
Mufl humbly feeme to talke, and fute out Ipeech ; 
For a true fumlfht Cortyer hath fuch force, 
Though his tongue faints, his very legs difcourfe. 

.Sir tjuin. Sonne Terrill, thou hall drawne his 
tore right, 
For hee's noe fu!l-made Courtier, nor we!! fining, 
That hath not euery ioynt ftucke with a tongue. 
Daughter, if Ladies fay, that is the Bridej that's fhe, 
Gaze thou at none, for ail will gaze at thee. 

Co/. Then, 6 my father mufl I goel O my hus- 
band 
Shall I then goe ! O my felfe, will I goe % 

Sir quin. You mufl. 

Ter. You Haul 

Ctel. 1 will, but giue me leaue. 
To fay I may not, nor I ought not, fay not 
Still. I mufl goe, let me intreate I may not. 

Ter. You muft and (hall, I made a deede of gift. 
And gaue my oath vnto the King, I fwore 
By thy true conflancy. 

Cat. Then keep that word 
To fwcare by, let me be conftant ft ill. 

Ttr. What fhall I cancell faith, and breake ray 
oath f 

Cat If breaking conflancie, thou breakft them 
both. 

Ttr. Thy conflancie no euill can purfue. 



Cat. 
* Ter. 
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As thus, by violence detain'd, 
They may be conilant fl.il!, that are conilraiii'd. 

Ter. Conftrain'd? that word weighs heavy, yet 
my oath 
Weights downe that word ; the kinges thoughts are at 

oddes, 
They are not euen ballanfl in his brefl ; 
The King may play the man with me ; nay more, 
Kings may vfurpe ; my wife's a woman ; yet 
Tis more then I know yet, that know not her, 
If (he mould prooue mankinde, twere rare, fye, fye, 
See how I loofe my felfc, amongfl ray thoughts, 
Thinking to finde my felfe ; my oath, my oath. 

Sir quin, I fweare another, let me fee, by what, 
By my long flocking, and my narrow skirtes, 
Not made to fit vpon, flie fhall to Court. 
I haue a tricke, a charme, that fliall lay downe 
The fpirit of hift, and keep thee vndeflowred j 
Thy husbands honor fau'd, and the hot King, 
Shall haue enough too. Come, a tricke, a charme. 

Exit. 
Cal. God keep thy honour fafe, my bloud from 

harme. 
Ter. Come, my ficke-minded Bride, He teach thee 

To relifli health a little : Tafle this thought, 

That when, mine eyes feru'd loues commimon, 

Vpon thy beauties I did feife on them, 

To a Kings vfe ; cure all thy griefe with this, 

That his great feale was grauen vpon this ring, 

And that 1 was but Steward to a King. Exeunt. 

A banquet fet out : Enter Sir Vaughan, Horace, Afi- 
nius Bubo, Lady l-'etula, Dicache, Philocalia, Alif- 
tris Miniuer and Peter Flaili. 
Sir Vaui>h. Ladies and Sentlemen, you are alrnofl 
all welcome, to this fweet nuncions of Plums. 
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DUach. Alraofl all Sir Vaughan % why to which of 
vs are you fo niggardly, that you cut her out but a peice 
of welcome. 

Sir Vaugh. My interpretations is that almoft all 
are welcome, becaufe I indited a brace or two more 
that is not come, I am forrie my Lady Pride is not 
among you. 

Aft. Slid, he makes hounds of vs Ningle, a brace 
quoth a 1 

Sir Vaug. Peter Salamanders draw out the pic- 
tures of all the ioynt flooles, S; Ladies fit downe vpon 
their wodden faces. 

Flajli. I warrant Sir, He giue euerie one of them a 
good ftoole. 

Sir Vau. Mailer Horace, Mailer Horace, when I 
pray to God, and defire in hipocritnes that bald Sir 
Adamswere heer, then, then, then begin to make your 
railes at the pouertie and beggerly want of haire. 

Uor. Leaue it to my iudgment. 

Sir Van. M. Bubo fit there, you and I wil thinke 
vpon our ends at the Tables : M. Horace, put your 
learned bodie into the miclfl of thefe Ladies ; fo tis 
no matter to fpeake graces atnuncions, becaufe we are 
all paft grace fince dinner. 

Afini. Mas I thanke my deflinie I am not pad - 
grace, for by this hand full of Carrawaies, I could newer 
abide to fay grace. 

Dica. Miftris Miniuer, is not that innocent Gen- 
tleman a kinde of foolel 

Min. Wliy doe you aske Madam 1 

DUach. Nay for no haraie, I aske becaufe I 
thought you two had been of acquaintance 

Min. I thinks he's within an Inch of afoole. 

Dkach. Madam Philocalia, you fit next that 
fpare Gentlemanj wod you heard whatMiflris Miniuer 
faies of you. 

1'hilo. Why what faies (lie Madam Dicache. 

Dica. Nay nothing, but withes you were married 
to that fmall timber'd gallant. 
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Philo. Your with and mine are twinnes, I wifh fo 
too, for then I /hould be fare to lead a merrie life. 

Afini. Yes faith Ladie, Ide make you laugh, my 
bolts now and then fhould be foone mot ; by thefe 
comfits, weed let all Aide. 

Petv. He takes the fweetefl oathes that euer I heard 
a gallant of his pitch fweare ; by thefe Comfits, fir thefe 
Carrawaies, I warrant it does him good to fweare. 

Afin. Yes faith tis meate and drinke to me. 
I am glad Ladie Petula (by this Apple) that they 
pleafe you. 

Sir Vau. Peter Salamanders wine, I befeech you 
Mailer AfinilU Bubo, not to fweare fo deeplie, for 
there comes no fruite of your oathes ; heere Ladies, I 
put you all into one corners together, you fhall all 
drinke of one cup. 

Aft. Peter I pre thee fill me out too. 

Flajh. Ide fling you out too and I might ha my 
will, a pox of all fooles. 

Sir Van. Miflris Miniuers, pray bee Iuflie, wod 
Sir Adams Prickshaft flucke by you. 

Hot. Who, the balde Knight Sir Vaughanl 

Sir Vau. The fame M. Horace, he that has but a 
remnant or parcell of haire, his crowne is dipt and 
par'd away ; me thinkes tis an excellent quallitie to 
bee balde ; for and there ftticke a nofe and two nyes 
in his pate, he might weare two faces vnder one hood. 

Aft. As God faue me la, if I might ha my will, Ide 
rather be a balde Gentleman then a hairy ; for I am fure 
the bed and tallefl Yeomen in England haue balde 
heads : me thinkes haire is a fcuruie lowfie commodity. 

Hor. Bubo, herein you blaze your ignorance. 

Sir Vau. Pray flop and fill your mouthes, and 
giue M, Horace all your eares. 

Hor. For, if of all the bodies parts, the head 
Be the mnft royalt: if difcourfe, wit, Judgement, 
And all our vndirflaikliu^ faculties, 
Sit there in their high Court of Parliament, 
'iling lames tofway this humorous world : 
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This little lie of Man : nudes mujl that crcnvne, 
Which /lands vpon this fttfreame head, be fat. 
And helde inualuable, and that crowne 's the Haire : 
The head that wants this honour jlands awry, 
Is bare in name and in authority. 

Sir Van. He meanes balde-pates Miflris MiDiuers. 

Hot. Haire, tis the roabe which curious nature 
weaues, 
To hang upon the head : and does adorne, 
Our bodies in thefirfl Iwurc we are borne : 
God does be/low that garment : when we dye, 
That (like afoft and ftlken Canepte) 
Jsfliltfpred oner vs ; Infpight of death 
Our hayre growes in our grime, and that alone 
Lookes frefli, when all our other beauty's gone. 
The excellence of Haire, in thisfliines cletre. 
That flit fim : Elements take pride to weare 
Thefafhion oj it : when Fire mofl bright does b 
The flames to golden lockes doeflriue to titrne \ 
When her lafciuious armes the Water hurles, 
About theflwares waft, her fleeke head flit curies ; 
And rorid cloudes being fuckt into the Ayre, 
When double they me//, hamrs like fine, filuer hayre. 
You fee the Earth (whofe head fo oft is /home) 
Frighted tofeele her lockes fo rudely tome, 
Stands with her hair: an end, and (tints afraide) 
Turnes euery haire to a greenc naked blade. 
Befides, (when jlrucke with griefe) we long to dye, 
We fpvile that mofl, which moft does beautifie, 
We rend this Head-tyre off. I thus conclude, 
Cullers fet cullors out; our eyes iudge right, 
Of vice or veriut by their oppifite : 
So, iffaire //aire to beauty officii grace, 
Baldncs initfl necdes be vgly, vile and bafe. 

Sir Vau. True M. Horace, for a bald reafon, is a 
reafon that has no haires vpon't, a fcuruy fcaldet 
reafon. 

Mi By my truely I neuer thought you could 1 
pickt fucii ftrange things out of haire before. 
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Aftni. Nay my Ningle can tickle it, when bee 
comes too't 

Min. Troth I (hall neuer be enameld of a bare- 
headed man for this, what fhifi fo euer I make. 

Sir Vaug. Then Miftris Miniuer S. Adams Prick- 
Ihaft muil not hit you ; Petef take vp all the cloathes 
at the table and the Plums. 

Enter Tucca and his boy. 

Tuc. Saue thee my little worihipfull Harper; how 
doeyee my little cracknels % how doe yel 

Sir Van. Welcome M. Tuccaj fit and llioote into 
your belly fome Suger pellets. 

Tuc. No, Godamercy Cadwallader, how doe you 
Horace ? 

Ho. Thankes good Captaine. 

Tu. Wher's the Sering thou carried about thee t 
O haue I found thee my fcowring-flicke ; what's my 
name Bubot 

Afini. Wod I were hang'd if I can call you any 
names but Captaine and Tucca. 

Tuc. No Fye'fl ; my name's Hamlet reuenge ; thou 
hail been at Parris garden haft, not J 

Hot. Yes Captaine, I ha plaide Zulziman there. 

Sir Van. Then M. Horace you plaide the part of 
an honeft. man. 

Tuc. Death of Hercules, he could neuer play that 
part well in's life, no Fulkes you could not : thou 
call'ft, Demetrius lorneyman Poet, but thou putfl vp 
a Supplication to be a poore lorneyman Player, and 
hadfl beene full fo, but that thou couldfl not fet a good 
face vpon't : thou haft forgot how thou ambleil (in 
leather pilch) by a play-wagon, in the high way, and 
took'fl mad Ieronimoes part, to get feruice among the 
Mimitkes : and when the Stagerites banifht thee into 
the He of Dogs, thou tum'dll Ban-dog (villanous 
Guy) <fc euer fince biteft therefore \ aske if th'ail been 
at Parris-garden, becaufe thou had fuch a good mouth ; 
1 baitft. well, read, Itge, faue thyfelfe and read. 
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Hor. Why Captaine lliefe arc Epigrams eompofd 
on you. 

Tuc. Goe no! out Farding Candle, goe not out, 
for truily Dambeys now the deed is done, He pledge 
this Epigram in wine, lie fwallow it, I, yes. 

Sir Vau. God bleffe vs, will he be drunke with 
nittigrams now. 

Tuc. So, now arife fprite ath Buttry ; no Herring- 
bone He not pull thee out, but arife deere Eccho rife, 
rife deuill or lie coniure thee vp. 

Min. Good Mailer Tucca lets ha no coniuring 
heere. 

Sir Vau. Vddes bloud you fcald gouty Captaine, 
why come you to fet encombrances heere betweene 
the Ladies. 

Tuc. Be not fo tart my precious Metheglin, be not 
(ray old whore a Babilon, fit fall.) 

Min. lefu if I know where abouts in London 
Babilon ftands. 

Tuc. Feede and be fat my faire Calipolis, ftir not 
my beauteous wriggle- tail es, He difeafe none of yon, 
He take none of you vp, but onely this table-man, I 
mull enter him into fome filthy fincke point, I muft. 

Hor. Captaine, you doe me wrong thus to difgrace 
me. 

Tuc. Thou thinkfl thou maift be as fawcy with 
me as my Bufle lerkin, to fit vpon me, doft 1 

Ho. Dam me, if euer I traduc'd your 
What imputation can you charge me with 

Sir Vau. Sblud, I, what copulations can you 
to his farge i anfwer, or by Sefu He canuas your 
combe Tucky. 

Min. If they draw fweet hearts, let vs fhift 
our felues. 

Tuc. My noble Iwaggcrer, I wil not fall out 
thee, I cannot my mad Cumrade, finde in my hi 
to fhed thy bloud. 

Sir Vau. Cumrade? by Sefu call me Cumradeagaini 
and ile Cumrade ye about the mines and moulders 
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ownds, what come you to fmell out heere 1 did you 
not dine and fcede horribly well to day at dinner, but 
you come to munch heere, and giue vs winter- 
plurames ? I pray depart, goe marfe, marfe, marfe 
out a doores. 

Tttc. Adew Sir Eglamour, adew Lute-flringe, Cur- 
tin-rod, Goofe-quill ; heere, giue that full-nofd Skinker, 
thefe rimes ; & harke lie tagge my Codpeece point 
with thy legs, fpout-pot He empty thee. 

AJin. Doft threaten mee 1 Gods lid lie binde 
thee to the good forbearing. 

Sir VaU Will you amble Hobby-horfe, will you 
trot and amble % 

Tuc. Raw Artichocke I (hall fauce thee. Exit. 

Min. I pray you Mafler Tucca, will you fend me 
the fiue pound you borrowed on me ; O you cannot 
heare now, but lie make you heare me and feele me 
too in another place, to your flume I warrant you, 
thou fhalt not conny-catch mee for fiue pounds ; he 
tooke it vp Sir Vaughan in your name, hee fwore you 
fent for it to Mum withall, twas fiue pound in gold, as 
white as my kercher. 

Sir Vaughan. Ovrads, fiue pound in my name to 
Mum about withall. 

Min. I, to Mum withall, but hee playes mum- 
budget with me. 

Sir Van. Peter Salamander, tye vp your great and 
your little fword, by Sefu He goe ling him while tis hot. 
He beate fiue pound out of his leather pilch : Mafter 
Horace, let your wittes inhabite in your right places ; 
if I fall fanfomely vpon the Widdow, I haue fome 
coffens Garman at Court, fliall beget you the reuer- 
fion of the Mafter of the Kings Reuels, or elfe be his 
Lord of Mif-rule nowe at Chriftmas : Come Ladyes, 
whorefon Stragling Captaine, He pound him. Exeunt. 
Manet Horace a/i^Afinius. 

Hor. How now, what ail'ft thou, that thou look'ft 
fo pale ? 

Nay, nothing, but I am afraide the Welfh 
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Knight lias giuen me nothing but purging Comfils: 
this Captaine llickes pockily in my ftomack ; read this 
fcroule, he faies they'r rimes, and bid me giue them 
you. 

Nor, Rimes J tis a challenge fent to you. 

Afin. To me 1 

Nor. He faies heere you divulg'd my Epi grama 

Afin. And for that dares he challenge me 1 

Nor. Vou fee he dares, but dare you anfwer him ? 

Afin. I dare anfwer his challenge, by word of 
mouth, or by writing, but I fcorne to meete him, I 
hope he and I are not Paralels. 

'lor. Deere Bubo, thou fhalt anfwere him ; our 
credites 

Lye pawn'd vpon thy refolution, 
Thy vallor muft recieeme thenn ; charge thy fpirits, 
To waite more clofe, and neere thee : if he kill thee 

lot furuiue ; into one Lottery 
We'll cafl our fates ; together Hue and dye, 

Afi, Content, I owe God a death, and if he will 
make mee pay't againft my will, lie fay tis hard deal- 
Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Adam, Tucca, with two pijlals by his fides, 
his boy laden with j words and biuklers. 

Tuc. Did Apolloes Freeze go wne watchman (boy, 
doff heare Turkie-cockes tayle, haue an eye behinde, 
lead the enemie aflault our Rere-ward) on proceede 
Father Adam ; did that fame tiran i call- ton gu'd rag-a- 
muffin Horace, tume bald-pates out fo naked 1 

Sir Ad. He did, and whipt them (o with netties, 
that 
The Widdow fwore that a bare-headed man, 
Should not man her : the Ladie Petula 
Was there, heard all, and tolde me this. 

Tuc. Goe too. Thy golde was accepted, it was, 
and ihe fhall bring thee into her Paradice, (lie fhall 
fmall Adam, (he fhall. 

Sir Ada. But how 1 but how Capten ? 
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Tuc. Thus, goe, couer a table with fweet meates, 
let all the Gentlewomen, and that fame Pafquils-m ad- 
cap (mother Bee there} nibble, bid them bite : they 
will come to gobble downe Plummes ; then take vp 
that paire of Basket hiltes, with my commiffion, I 
meane Crifpinus and Fannius ; charge one of them to 
take vp the Bucklers, againil that hay re-monger 
Horace, and haue a bout or two, in defence of balde- 
pates : let them cracke euerie crowne that has haire 
on't ; goe, let them lift vp baldenes to the skie, and 
thou fhalt fee, twill tume Miniuers heart quite againil 
the haire. 

Sir Ada. Excellent, why then M. Tucca 

Tuc. Nay, whir, nymble Prickfhaft ; whir, away, I 
goe vpon life and death, away, flie Scanderbag Hie. 

Exit. 

Enter Annuls Bubo, arid Horace aloofe. 

Boy. Arme Captaine, arme, arme, arme, the foe is 
come do woe ■ 

Tucca. offers tojttootc. 

Aft. Hold Capten Tucca holde, I am Bubo, & 
come to anfwer any thing you can lay to my charge. 

Tuc. What, doft fummon a parlie my little Drum- 
flicke 1 tis too late ; thou feeil my red flag is hung 
out, lie fill thy guts with thine owne carrion carcas, 
and then eate them vp in fteed of Sawfages. 

Afin. Vfe me how you will ; I am refolute, for I 
ha made my Will. 

Tuc. Wilt fight Turke-a-ten-pence t wilt fight then 1 

Afini. Thou fhalt finde He fight in a Godly quar- 
rell, if I be once fir'd. 

Tuc. Thou fhalt not want fire, He ha thee burnt 
when thou wilt, my colde Cornelius : but come : Rcf- 
pice funan ; looke, thou feefl ; open thy felfe my little 
Cutlers Shoppe, I challenge thee thou flender Gentle- 
man, at foure fimdrie weapons. 

Aft. Thy challenge was but at one, and He 
anfwere but one. 
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Boy. Thou (halt anfwer two, for thou (halt anfwer 
me and ray Capten. 

Tuc. Well (aid Cockrell out-crowe him : art hardy- 
noble Huon? art Magnanimious % licke-trencher ; 
looke, fcarch lead fome lye in ambulh ; for this man 
at Amies has paper in's b el lie, or fome friend in a 
comer, or elfe hee durft not bee fo cranke. 

Boy. Capten, Capten, Horace (lands fneaking 
heere. 

Tuc. I fmeh die foule-fided Morter-treader, come 
my mofl damnable fadidious rafcall, I haue a fuite to 
both of yon. 

Afi. O holde, mod pittifull Captain e holde. 

Her. Holde Capten, tis knowne that Horace is 
valliant, & a man of the fword. 

Tuc. A Gentleman or an honed Cittizen, fhal! not 
Sit in your pennie-bench Theaters, with, his Squirrefl 
by his fide cracking nuttes ; nor fneakeintoa Tauerne 
with his Mermaid ; but he (hall be Satyr'd, and 
Epigram'd vpon, and his humour mull run vpo'th 
Stage : you'll ha Entry Gentleman his humour, and 
Entry Gentleman out art's humour: wee that are 
heades of Legions and Bandes, and feare none but 
thefe fame Ihoulder-clappers, fhall feare you, you 
Serpentine rafcall. 

Hor. Honour'd Capten. 

Tuc. Art not famous enough yet, my mad Hera- 
jlratus, for killing a Player, but thou mud eate men 
aline i thy friends 1 Sirra wilde-man, thy Patrons t 
thou Anthropophagite, thy Mecamaffes 1 

Hor. Captaine, I'm forry that you lay this wrong. 
So clofe vnto your heart : deare Captaine thinke 
I writ out of hot bloud, which (now) being- colde, 
I could be pleafd (to pleafe you) to quaffe downe, 
The poyfon'd Inke, in which I dipt your name. 

Tuc. Said thou fo, my Palinodicall rimeder I 

Hor. Henceforth He rather breath out Solceclfmcs. 
(To doe which Tde as foone fpeake blafphemie) 
Than with my tongue or pen to wound your worth, 
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Beleeue it noble Capten ; it to me 

Shall be a Crowne, to crowne your atfles with praize, 

Out of your hate, your loue lie flrongiie Taize. 

Tuc. I know now th'aft a number of thefe Qm'd- 
diis to binde men to'th peace : tis thy fafhion to flirt 
Inke in euerie mans face ; and then to craule into his 
bofome, and damne thy felfe to wip't off agen : yet 
to giue out abroad, that he was glad to come to com- 
pofition with me : I know Af,m/ieitr Marftiauett tis 
one a thy rules ; My long-heel 'd Troglodile, I could 
make thine eares bume now, by dropping into them, 
all thofe hot oathes, to which, thy felfe gau'ft volun- 
tarie fire, (when thou waft the man in the Moone) that 
thou would (I neuer fquib out any new Salt-peter Ieftes 
againfl honefl Tucca, nor thofe Mali go -ta iters, his 
Pocialkrs ; I could Cinocephalus, but I will not, yet 
thou knowil thou hall broke thofe oathes in print, my 
excellent inf email. 

Ho. Capten. 

Tuc. Nay I fmell what breath is to come from 
thee, thy anfwer is, that there's no faith to be helde 
with Heritickes & . Infidels, and therfore thou 
f wear' ft anie thing : but come, lend mee thy hand, thou 
and I henceforth will bee Alexander and Lodwicke, 
the Gemini : fwome brothers, thou fhalt be Peritkous 
and Tucca Thefeus ; but He leaue thee 'i'th lurch, 
when thou mak'fl thy voiage into hell : till then, 
Thme-ajjuredly. 

Hor. With all my foule deare Capten, 

Tuc. Thou'lt fhoote thy quilles at mee, when my 
terrible backe's turn'd for all this, wilt not Porcupine t 
and bringme & my Heliconiftes into thy Dialogues to 
make vs talke madlie, wut not Lucian ? , 

Hor. Capten, if I doe 

Tuc. Nay and thou doft, homes of Lucifer, the 
Parcdt-Pocts fhall Sue thy wrangling Mufe, in the 
Court of Pemaffus, and neuer leaue hunting her, till 
(he pleade in Forma Pauperis : but I hope th'aft more 
grace ; come : friendes, clap handes tis a bargaine ; 
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amiable Bubo, thy fill mull walke too : To, I -loue 
thee, now I fee th'art a little Hercules, and wilt fight; 
He Sticke thee now in ray companie like a fprig of 
Rofemary. 

Enttr Sir Rees ap Vaughan and Peter Flafh. 
Fla. Draw Sir Rees he's yonder, ihall I vpon 

Sir Vau. Vpon himl goe too, goe too Pete* 
Salamander; holde, in Gods name holde ; I will kill 
him to his face, becaufe I nieane he (hall anfwer for 
it ; being an eye-wit nes ; one vrde Capten Tucky. 

Tuc. He giue thee ten thoufand words and thou 
wilt, my little Thomas Thomafius. 

Sir Vau. By Sefu, tis beft you giue good vrdes 
too, lead I beate out your tongue, and make your 
vrde nere to bee taken more ; doe you heare, fiue 
pounds, fme pounds Tucky. 

Tuc. Thou (halt ha fiue, and fiue, and fiue, and 
thou wan til money my lob. 

Sir Vau. Leaue your fetches and your fegaries, 
you tough leather-Ierkius ; leaue your quandaries, and 
trickes, and draw vpon me y' are bed : you conny- 
catch Widdow MiniiKr-caps for fiue pounds, and fay 
tis for me to cry Mum, and make roee run vp and 
downe in difhonors, and difcredites ; is 't not true, 
you winke-a-pipes rafcall 1 is not true J 

Tuc. Right, true, guilty, I remember 't now ; for 
when I fpake a good word to the Widdow for thee 
my young Sampfon 

Sir Vau. For fiue pounds you cheating fcab, for 
5. pounds, not for me. 

Tuc. For thee 6 Cjefar, for thee I tooke vp fiue 
jiounds in golde, that lay in her lap, & (aid Ide giue 
it thee as a token from her : I did it but to fmell out 
how fhe ftood affected to thee, to feele her ; I, and I 
know what fhe faid, I know how I carried away the 
golde. 

Sir Vau. By Sefu, I ha not the mercy to fall vpon 
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him now : M. Tucky, did widdow Miniuers part 
quietly from her golde, becaufe you lyed, and faid it 
was for me ? 

Tuc. Quietly, in peace, without grumbling ; made 
no noife. I know how 1 tempted her in thy behalfe, 
my little Trangdo. 

Sir Vau. Capten Tucky, I will pay back her 5. £,. 
(vnles you be damn'd in lyes) & hold you, I pray you 
pocket vp this ; by the croITe a this fword & dagger, 
Capten you (hall take it. 

Tuc. Doll fweare by daggers 1 nay then He put vp 
more at thy hands then this. 

Flafli. Is the fray done firl 

Sir Vau. Done Peter, put vp your fmeeter. 

Tuc. Come hether, my foure-fac'd Poet ; fling 
away that beard-brulh Bubo, calheere him and harke : 
Knight attend : So, that raw-head and bloudy-bones 
Sir Adam, has fee'd another brat (ofthofe nine common 
wenches) to defend baidnes and to raile againft haire ; 
he 'II haue a fling at thee, my noble Cock-Sparrow. 

Sir Van. At mee 1 will hee fling the cudgels of his 
witte at mee 1 

Tuc. And at thy button-cap too ; but come, He 
be your leader, you thall ftand, heare all, and not be 
feene ; call off that blew coate, away with that flawne, 
and follow, come ; Exit. 

Hot. Bubo, we follow Captaine. 

Sir Vau. Peter, leaue comming behinde me, I pray 
any longer, for you and I mult part Peter. 

Ftajh. Sounds Sir, I hope you will not ferue me 
fo, to turne me away in this cafe. 

Sir Vau. Turne you into a fooles coate ; I meane 
I will go fo/us, or in folitaries alone ; ounds y-are 
beft giue better words, or lie turne you away indeed ; 
where is Capten Tucky 1 come Horace ; get you 
home Peter. 

Flajh. He home to your c oft, and I can get into 
the Wine-Seller. Exit. 

Hor. Remember where to meete mee. 
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naturall, is one a the trimmed, and moil intanglin 
beautie in a woman. 

Crif. Right, but beleeue this {pardon me mojlfaii 
You would haue much more wit, had you lefle haire : 
I could more wearie you to tell the proofes, 
(As they pafle by) which fight on Baldrics fide, 
Then were you taskt to number on a head, 
The haires : I know not how your thoughts are lea 
On this ilrong Tower (hall my opinion reft, 
Heades thicke of 'haire are goode, but balde the beft. 

XVhilft this Paradox is in /peaking, Tucca Ent 

ivitk Sir Vaughan at one doore, andfecretly p/ac 

him : then Exit and brings in Horace ; 

placing him : Tucca fits among them. 

Tuc. Th* art within a haire of it, my fweete I 

whether wilt thou 1 my delicate Poetical! Furie, th' ; 

hit it to a haire. 

Sir Vaughan Jleps out. 

Sir Vau. By your fauour Mailer Tucky, his baldi 
reafons are wide aboue two hayres, I befees you par 
don mce Ladies, that I thruft in fo malepartly among 
you, for I did but mych heere, and fee how this cruel' 
Poet did handle bald heades. 

Sir Ad. He gaue them but their due Sir Vaughan ; 
Widdow did he not % 

Mini. By my faith he made more of a balde hea 
than euer I lhall be able : he gaue them their du< 

Sir Faugh. Nay vds bloud, their due is to bee a 
the right haire as I am, and that was not in his fingers 
to giue, but in God a Mighties : Well, I will hyr 
that humorous and fantafticall Poet Mailer Horac 
to breake your balde pate Sir Adam, 

Sir Ada. Breake my balde pate ? 

Tuc. Doll heare my worfliipfull block-head ? 

Sir Vang. Patience Captaine Tucky, let me 
folue him ; I meane he flial pricke, pricke your head o 
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fconce a little with his goofe-quils, for lie fhal make 
another Thalimum, or croffe-ftickes, or fome Polinod- 
dyes, with a fewe Nappy-grams in them that (hall lift 
vp haire, and fet it an end, with his learned and 
harty commendations. 

Hor. This is excellent, all will come out now. 

Dka. That fame Horace me thinkes has the mofl 
vngodly face, by my Fan ; it lookes for all the world, 
like a rotten ruffet Apple, when tis bruiz'd : Its better 
then a fpoonefull of Sinamon water next my heart, 
for me to heare him fpeake ; hee ibundcs it fo i' th 
nofe, and lalkes and randes for all the world, like the 
poore fellow vnder Ludgate : oh fye vpon him. 

Mm. By my troth fweet Ladies, it's Cake and 
pudding to me, to fee his face make faces, when hee 
reades his* Songs and Sonnets. 

Bur. lie face fome of you for this, when you fhall 
not budge. 

Titc. Its the ft inciting ft dung -farmer — foh vpon 
him. 

Sir Vau. Fohl oundes you make him vrfe than 
olde herring : foh ! by Sefu I thinke he's as tidy, and 
as tall a Poet as euer drew out a long verfe. 

Tuc. The beft verfe that euer I knew him hacke 
out, was his white necke-verfe : noble Ap Recs thou 
wouldft fcorne to lave thy lippes to his commendations, 
and thou fmeldft him out as I doe, hee callus thee 
the burning Knight of the Salamander. 

Sir Vaugh. Right, Peter is my Salamander j what 
of him J but Peter is neuer burnt : howe now 1 fo, goe 
too now. 

Tiicca. And fayes becaufe thou Clipft the Kinges 
Engiifh. 

Sir Vau^han. Oundes mee 1 that's treafon : clip? 
horrible treafons, Sefu holde my handes ; clip 1 he 
baites mou I"l j - Lr::| >| -i-s for my life. 

Tucca. Right little TwinckUr, right : hee fayes be- 
caufe thou fpeak'lT no better, thou canfl not keepe a 
good tongue in thy head. 
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Sir Vang. By God tis the beft tongue, I can buy 
for lone or money. 

Tuc. He fhootes at thee too Adam Bell, and his 
arrowes flickes heere ; he calles thee bald-pate. 

Sir Vaugh. Oundes make him procme thefe intol- 
lerabilities. 

Tuc. And askes who Ihall carry the vineger-bottle t 
& then he rimes too't, and fayes Prickfliaft : nay Mt- 
niuer hee cromples thy Cap too ; and 

"ri. Come Tucca, come, no more ; the man's 
wel knowne, thou needfl. not paint him, whom does 
he not wrong t 

1/e. Mary himfelfe, the vglie Pope Boniface, par- 
dons himfelfe, and therefore my iudgement i 
prefently he bee had from hence to his place of execu- 
tion, and there bee Stab'd, Stab'd, Stab'd. 

Hejlabs at him. 

Hor. Oh gentlemen, I am flaine, oh flaue art hyr'd 
to murder me, to murder me, to murder me ) 

Ladies. Oh God ! 

Sir Vaugh. Ounds Capten, you hiue put 
Poetrie to the dint of fword, blow winrle about him : 
Ladies for our Lordes fake you that haue fmocks, 
teare off peeces to fhootc through his oundes : Is he 
dead and buried 1 is he 1 pull his nofe, pinch, rub, 
rub, rub. rub. 

Tu. If he be not dead, looke heere ; I ha the 
Stab and pippin for him : if I bad kil'd him, I could 
ha pleafd the great foole with an Apple. 

Crif. How now! be well good Horace, heer's no 
wound ; 

Y'are flaine by your owne feares ; how dofl thou man t 
Come, put thy heart into his place againe ; 
Thy out-fide's neither peir'ft, nor In-fide flaine 

Sir Vait. I am glad M. Horace, to fee you walking. 
r o. Gentlemen, I am blacke and blewe the 
breadth of a groate. 

Tuc. Breadth of a groate \ there's a tefton, hide 
thy infirmities, my fctiruy Lazarus; doe, hide it, lead 
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t prooue a lcab in rime : hang thee defperation, hang 
thee, thou knowft I cannot be 'fharpe fet againft thee : 
looke, feele (my hght-vptailes aH) feele my weapon. 

Mi moil pittifull as blunt as my great thurnbe. 

Sir Vau. By Sefu, as blunt as a Welfh bag-pudding 

Tue. As blunt as the top of Ponies ; tis not like 
thy Aloe, Cicatrine tongue, bitter : no, tis no ftabber, 
but like thy goodly and glorious note, blunt, blunt, 
blunt : doll roare bulchin 1 don. roare 1 th' aft a good 
rounciuall voice to cry Lanthorne & Candle-light. 

Sir Va. Two vrds Horace about your eares : how 
chance il pafles, that you bid God boygh to an honell 
trade of building Syraneys, and laying downe Brickes, 
for a worfe handicraftnes, to make nothing but railes ; 
your Mufe leanes vpon nothing but filthy rotten railes, 
fuch as (land on Ponies head, how chance 1 

Hor. Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Va. You lye fir varlet fir villaine, I am fir 
Salamanders, ounds, is my man Mailer Peter Sala- 
manders face as vrfe as mine! Sentlemen, all and 
Ladies, and you fay once or twice Amen, I will lap 
this little Silde, this Booby in his blankets agen. 

Omnes. Agree'd, agree'd. 

Tuc. A blanket, thefe crackt Venice glaffes fhail 
fill him out, they fhall toffe him, holde fail wag-tailes : 
fo, come, in, take this bandy with the racket of 
patience, why when 1 doil (lampe mad Taniberlaine, 
doll (lampe 1 thou thinkil th' aft Morter vnder thy 
feete, do ft 1 

Ladies. Come, a bandy ho. 

Hor. O holde moil facred beauties. - 

Vau. Hold, filence ; the puppet- teacher 
fpeakes. 

Ho. Sir Vaughan, noble Capten, Gentlemen, 
Crifpinus, deare Demetrius 6 redeeme me, 

Out of this infamous by God by lefu 

Crl Nay, fweare not fo good Horace, now thefe 
Ladies, 
Are made your executioners : prepare, 
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To (after like a gallant, not a coward ; 
lie trie t'vnloofe, their hands, iropoiuble. 
Nay. womens vengeance are implacable. 

Hor. Why, would you make me thus the bail of 
fcorne t 

Trie. He tell thee why, becaufe th' a(l entred 
AcTions of alTault and battery, againft a compama of 
honourable and worihipfull Fathers of the law: you 
wrangling rafcall, law is one of the pillers ath land, 
and if thou beefl bound too't {as I hope thou (halt 
bee) thou't prooue a skip-Jacke, thou't be whipt. He 
tell thee why, becaufe thy fputtering chappes velpe. 
that Arrogance, and Impudence, and Ignoraunce, are 
the eflentiaU parts of a Courtier. 

Sir Vau. You remember Horace they will puncke, 
and pincke, and pumpe you, and they catch you by 
the co.tcombe : on I pray, one lafh, a little more, 

T/ie. lie tell thee why, becaufe thou cryefl ptrooh 
at worfhipfull Cittizens, and cal'fl them Hat-caps, 
Cuckolds, and banckrupts, and modell and vertuous 
wiues punckes & cockatrices. He tell thee why, 
becaufe th' all arraigned two Poets againil all lawe 
and confeience ; and not content with that, hall tum'd 
them amongfl a company of horrible blacke Fryers. 

S/r Van. The fame hand Hill, it is your ovvne 
another day, M. Horace, admonitions is good meate. 

Tin. Thou art the true arraign'd Poet, and llinuldft 
haue been hang'd, but for one of thefe part-takers, 
thefe charitable Copper-lac'd Chriftians, that fctcht 
thee out of Purgatory, (Players I meane) The;!terians 
pouch-mouth, Stage-walkers ; for this Poet, for this, 
thou mull lye with thefe foure wenches, in that 
blancket, for this 

Hoi: What could I doe, out of a iuft Teuenge, 
But bring them to the Stage ? they enuy me 
becaufe I holde more worthy company. 

Deme. Good Horace, no ; my cheeket 




the Humorous Poet. 
And nob! y-vertu ous fpirit, for thy bell part 



Loues thee, I wifli c 



u from my heart.; 



Tot 

1 



I make account 1 put vp as deepe (hare 
In any good mans loue, which thy worth earne s, 
As thou thy felfe ; we enuy not to fee, 
Thy friends with Bayos to crowne thy Poefie. 
No, heere the gall lyes, we that know what fluffe 
Thy verie heart is made of; know the ftalke 
On which thy learning graves, and can giue life 
~"o thy (once dying) bafenes ; yet muft we 
ice Antickes on your Paper. 

Hot. Fannius. 

This makes vs angry, but not enuious, 
No ; were thy warpt foule, put in a new raolde, 
Ide wean thee as a Iewell fet in golde. 

Sir Vau.. And lewels Mailer Horace, mud be 
hang'd you know. 

Tuc. Good Pagans, well faid, they haue fowed vp 

at broken feame-rent lye of thine, that Demetrius is 

it at Elbowes, and Crifpinus is fame out with Sattin 
heere, they haue ; but bloate herring doll heere 1 

Hor. Yes honour'd Captaine, I haue eares at will. 

Tuc. Ift not better be out at Elbowes, then to bee 
a bond-flaue, and to goe all in Parchment as thou 
dofi.1 

Horace. Parchment Captaine ? tis Perpetuana I 
allure you. 

Tuc. My Perpetuall pantaloone true, but tis waxt 
oner; th'art made out of Wax; thou mull anfwere for 
this one day ; thy Mufe is a hagler, and weares 
cloathes vpon beft-be-truft ; th'art great in fome bodies 
books for this, thou knowfl where; thou wouldll bee 
out at Elbowes, and out at heeles too, but that thou 
layeft about thee with a Bill for this, a Bill — 

Ho. I confeffe Capten, I followed this fuite hard. 

Tuc. I know thou didft, and therefore we haue 
Hiren heere, fpeake my little difli-wafhers, a verdit 
Pifle-kitchins. 

Oiitius, Blancket 
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Sir Van. Holrle I pray, holde, by Sefu I haue put 
vpon my heade, a fine deuice, to make you laugh, tis 
not your foolra Cap Mailer Horace, which you couer*ii 
your Poetafters in, but a fine tricke, ha, ha, is iam 
bling in my braine. 

Tuc. He beate out thy braines, my whorfon r 
fome dwarfe, but ile haue it out of thee. 

Omna. . What is it good Sir Vaughan f 

Sir Vau. To conclude, tis after this manners, 
caufe Ma. Horace is ambition, and does confpire t 
bee more hye and tall as God a mightie made hin 

e'll carry his terrible perfon to Court, and thei 
before his Mafeilie Dub, or what you call it, dip b' 
Mufe in fome licour, and chriften him, or dye him, i 
collours of a Poet. 

Omnes. Excellent. 

Tuc. Super Super- excellent Reuellers goe, 
ceede you Mailers of Arte in killing thefc wenches 
and in daunces, bring you the quiuering Bride t 
Court, in a Maske, come Grumboll, thou fhalt Mui 
with vs ; come, dogge mee skneakes-bill. 

Jfvr. O thou my Mufe ! 

Sir Vau. Call vpon God a mighty, and no Mufes 
your Mufe I warrant is otherwife occupied, there i 
no dealing with your Mufe now, therefore I pray rr 
marfe, marfe, oundes your Moofe t Exeunt. 

Cri. We dial haue fport to fee them j come bright 
beauties, 
The Sunne (loops low, and whifpers in our eares, 
To haflen on our Maske, let's crowne this night, 
With choife compofed wreathes of fweet delight. 



Enter Terrill and Cfelelline fadly, Sir Quinl 
Jlirring and migling a cup of wine. 

Ter. O Night, that Dyes the Firmament in blacke, 
And like a cloth of cloudes dofl ftretch thy limbes ; 
Vpon the windy Tenters of the Ayre ; 
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thou that hang'ft vpoti the backe of Day, 
Like a long mourning gowne : thou that art made 
Without an eye, becaufe thou fhouldft not fee 

A Louers Reuels : nor participate 

The Brirle-groomes heauen ; 6 heauen, to me a hell : 

1 haue a hell in heauen, a bletfed curile ; 

All other Bride-groonies long for Night, and taxe 
The Day of lazie flouth ; call Time a Cripple, 
And fay the houres limpe after him : but I 
Wifh Night for euer banifiit from the skie, 
Or that the Day would neuer fleepe : or Time, 
Were in a fwound ; and all his little Houres, 
Could neuer lift him vp with their poore powers. 

Enter Cffileftine. 

But backward runnes the courfe o( my delight ; 
The day hath turn'd his backe, and it is night : 
This night will make vs odde ; day made vs eeuen. 
All elfe and damb'd in hel, but I in heauen. 

Ca. Let loofe thy oath, fo fhal we ilill be euen. 

Ter. Then am I damb'd in hell, and not in 
heauen. 

Ctel. Muft I then goe ? tis eafie to fay no, 
Muft is the King himfelfe, and I muil goe ; 
Shall I then goe \ that word is thine ; I fhall, 
Is thy commaund : I goe becaufe I (hall ; 
Will I then goe % I aske my felfe ; 6 ill, 
King, faies I mufl : you, I mail ; I, I will. 

Ter. Had I not fworae. 

Ccet. Why didft thou fweare % 

Ter. The King 
Sat heauy on my refolution, 
Till (out of breath) it panted out an oath, 

Cal. An oath ! why, what's an oath ? tis but the 
fmoake, 
Of flame & bloud ; the blifter of the fpirit, 
Which rizeth from the Steame of rage, the bubble 
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That fhootes vp to the tongue, and fcaldes the voice, 
(For oathes are burning words, thou fwor'rt but one, 
Tis frozen long agoe: if one be numbred, 
Wliat Countrimen are they i where doe they dwell, 
That fpeake naught elfe but oathes J 
■ Ter. They're men of hell. 
An oath 1 why tis the traflkke of the foule, 
Tis law within a man ; the feale of faith, 
The bond of euery confidence ; vnto whom, 
We fet our thoughts like hands : yea fuch a one 
. I fwore, and to the King : A King containcs 
A thoufand thoufand ; when I fwore to him, 
I fwore to them ; the very haires that guard 
His head, will rife vp like sharpe witneffes 
Againfl. my faith and loyalty : his eye 
Would Rraight condemne me : argue oathes no 
My oath is high, for to the King I fwore. 

Enter Sir Quintilian with the cup. 

Cce. Mull 1 betray my Chaility ? So long 
Cleane from the treafon of rebelling luff ; 
O husband ! O my Father ! if poore I 
Muff, not liue chart, then let me chartly dye. 

S. qui. I, heer's a charme (hall keep thee chaflt 

Olde Time hath left vs but an houre to play 

Our parts ; begin the Sceane. who shall fpeake firft ? 

Oh, I, I play the King, and Kings fpeake firil ; 

Daughter Hand thou heere, thou Sonne Terrili there, 

O thou rtaudfl well, thou lean'ft againrt a poart, 

(For thou't be ported off I warrant thee :) 

The Kin- will hang a home about thy necke, 

And make a poall of thee ; you (land well both, 

We neede no Prologue, the King entring firil, 

He's a mod gracious Prologue : roary then 

For the Cataflrophe, or Epilogue, 

Ther's one in cloth of Siluer, which no doubt, 
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Will pleafe the hearers well when he Heps out ; 

His mouth is fil'd with words : fee where he (lands ; 

He'll make them clap their eyes befides their hands. 

But to my part ; fuppofe who enters now, 

A King, whole eyes are fet in Siluer ; one 

That b In llie th golde, fpeakes Muficke, dancing 

walkes, 
Now gathers neerer takes thee by the hand, 
When ftraight thou thinkft, the very Orbe of heauen, 
Mooues round about thy fingers, then he fpeakes, 
Thus — thus— I know not how. 

Ctzl. Nor I to anfwer him. 

Sir Quint. No girlei knoivft thou not how to an- 
fwer him I 
Why then the field is loft, and he rides home, 
Like a great conquerour ; not anfwer him ? 
Out of thy part already i foylde the Seeane? 
Difranckt the lynes ! difami'd the action ) 

Ter. Yes, yes, true chaility is tongu'd fo weake, 
Tis ouer-come ere it know how tofpeake. 

Sir qui. Come come, thou happy clofe of euery 
wrong, 
Tis thou that can a diffolue the hardefl doubt ; 
Tis time for thee to fpeake, we are all out. 
Daughter, and you the man whom I call Sonne, 
I muft confeffe I made a deede of gift ; 
To heauen and you and gaue my childe to both : 
When on my hlefling 1 did charme her foule, 
In the while circle of true Chattily, 
Still to run true, till death : now Sir if not, 
She forfeyta my rich blelling, and is Fin'd 
With an etemall curffe ; then I tell you, 
She shall dye now, now whiht her foule is true. 

Ter. Dye I 

Ciei. 1, I am deaths eccho. 

Sir quin. O my Sonne, 
I am her Father; euery teare I fhed, 
Is threefcore ten yeere olde ; I weepe and fraile 
Two kinde of teares : I weepe that flie mull dye, 
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I fmile that (he mud dye a Virgin : thus *■ 

We ioyfull men mocke teares, and teares mocke v 

T<r. What fpeakes that cup 1 

Sir quin. White wine and poifon. 

To-. Oh : 
That very name of poifon, poifons me ; 
Thou Winter of a man, thou walking graue, 
Whofe life is like a dying Taper : how 
Canil thou define a Loners labouring thoughts 1 
What Sent haft thou but death 1 what tafle but ear 
The breath that purles from thee, is like the Steai 
Of a new-open 'd vault : I know thy drift, 
Becaufe thou art trauelling to the land of Graues, 
Thou couetft company, and h ether bringft, 
A health of poifon to pledge death : a poifon 
For this fweete fnring ; this Element is mine, 
This is the Ayre I breath ; corrupt it not ; 
This heauen is mine, I bought it with my foule, 
Of him that felles a heauen, to buy a foule. 

Sir quin. Well, let her goe ; (he's thine thou c 
her thine, 

Thy Element, the Ayre thou breath '11 ; thou knowft 
The Ayre thou breath'ft is common, make her fo : 
Perhaps thou't fay ; none but the King (hall weare 
Thy night-gowne, fhe that laps thee warme with h 
And that Kings are not common : Then to fhew, 
By confequence he cannot make her fo, 
Indeede (Tie may promoote her fhame and thine, 
And with your (hames, fpeake a good word for mine 
The King [hilling fo cleare, and we fo dim, 
Our darke difgraces will be feene through him. 
Imagine her the cup of thy moid life, 
What man would pledge a King in his own wife P 

Tcr. She dyes r that fentence poifons her r O life 
What fiaue would pledge a King in his owne wife ? 

Cal. Welcome, 6 poyfon, phificke againft lull, 
Thou holefome medicine to a conitant bloud ; 
Thou Tare Apothecary that canfl keepe, 
My chaftity preferu'd, within this boxe ; 
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Of templing dull, this ]iainted earthen pot, 
That (lands vpon the (lall of the white foule, 
To fet the (hop out like a flatterer j 
To draw the cuftomers of Sintie : come, come, 
Thou art no poifon, but a dyet-drinke, 
To moderate my bloud : White-innocent Wine, 
Art thou made guilty of my death 1 oh no, 
For thou thy felfe art poifon'd, take me hence, 
For Innocence, thai! murder Innocence. Drinkes. 

Ter. Holde, holde, thou (halt not dye, my Bride, 
my wife, 
flop that fpeedy melfenger of death j 

let him not run downe that narrow path, 
Which leades vnto thy heart ; nor carry newes 
To thy remoouing foule, that thou muff dye. 

Cml. Tis done already, the Spirituall Court, 
Is breaking vp ; all Offices difcharg'd, 
My foule remooues from this weake (landing houfe, 
Of fraile mortallity ; Deare Father, bleffe 
Me now and euer : Dearer Man, farewell, 

1 ioyntly take my leaue of thee and life, 
Goe, tell the King thou haft, a conllant wife. 

Ter. I had a conflant wife, He tell the King ; 
Vntill the King— what doll thou fmile 1 art thou 
A Father 1 

Sir qiiin. Yea, fmiles on my cheekes arife, 
To fee how fweetly a true virgin dyes. 

'.liter Blunt, Crifpimis, Fannius, Philocalia, Dicache, 
Petula, lights before tJum. 
Cref. Sir Walter Terrill gallants are all ready, 

All ready." 

Dan. Well faid, come, come, whet's the Bride 1 
Ter. She's going to forbid the Banes agen. 
She'll dye a maide : and fee fhe keeps her oath. 
All the men. Faire CKleftiue ! 
Ladies. The Bride ! 
Ter. She that was faire, 
Whom I cal'd faire and CKleftine. 
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Omnes. Dead ! 

Sir quin. Dead, (he's deathes Bride, he hath h 
maidenhead. 

Cri. Sir Walter Terrill 

Onmts. Tell vs how. 

Ter. All ceafe, 
The fubiect that we treate of now is Peace, 
If you demand how : I can tell : if why, 
Aske the King that ; he was the caufe. .not I. 
Let it fuffice, (lie's dead, (he kept her vow, 
Aske the King why, and then He tell you how : 
Nay giue your Reuels life, iho Ihe be gone, 
To Court with all your preparation ; 
Leade on, and leade her on ; if any aske 
The miflery, fay death prefents a maske, 
Ring [icales of Huficke, you are Louers belles, 
The lolTe of one heauen, brings a Lhoufand hels. 

Exeunt. 

Enter an arm'd Sewer, after Mm the feruice of a 

Banquet : the King at another doore mcrfes the 

they Exeunt. 
Kin. Why fo, euen thus the Mercury of Heaut 
Vfhers th' arabrofiate banquet of the Gods, 
When a long traine of Angels in a ranke, 
Seme the firfl eourfe, and bow their Chriftall knet 
Before the Siluer table ; where Ioues page 
Sweet Ganimed (illes Nectar : when the Gods 
Drinke healthes to Kings, they pledge them ; none 

but Kings 
Dare pledge the Gods, none but Gods drintte to 

Kings. 
Men of our houfe are we prepaid ? 

Enter Seruants. 

Ser. My Leige, 
All waite the prefence of the Bride. 

Kin. The Bride J 
Yea, euery fenceles thing, which (he beholdes, 
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Wil looke on her agen, her eyes reflection, 

Will make the walles all eyes, with her perfection : 

Obferue me now, becaufe of Maskes and Reuels, 

And many nuptiall ceremonies : Marke, 

This I create the Prefence heere the State, 

Our Kingdomes ieate, fhall fit in honours Pride, 

Like pleafures Queene, there will I place the Bride : 

Be gone, be fpeedy, let me fee it done. Exeunt 

A King in Loue, is Steward to himfelfe, 

And neuer fcornes the office, my felfe buy, 

All glances from the Market of her eye. 

Soft Muficke , chair e is Jet vnder a Canopie. 
Kin, Sound Muficke, thou fweet fuiter to the ayre, 
Now wooe the ayre agen, this is the houre, 
Writ in the Calender of time, this houre, 
Muficke fhall fpend, the next and next the Bride ; 
Her tongue will read the Muficke-Lecture : Wat 
I loue thee Wat, becaufe thou art not wife ; 
Not deep-read in the volume of a man, 
Thou neuer fawft a thought, poore foule thou thinkfl, 
The heart and tongue is cut out of one peece, 
But th'art deceau'd, the world hath a falfe light, 
Fooles thinke tis day, when wife men know tis night. 

Enter Sir Quintilian. 

Sir quint My Leige the/re come a maske of 
gallants, 

King. Now the fpirit of Loue vfhers my 

bloud. 

Sir quin. They come. 
The Watch-word in a Maske is the bolde Drum. 

Enter Blunt, Crifpinus, Demetrius, Philocalia, Petula, 
Dicache, all maskt, two and two with lights like 
maskers : Cselefline in a chaire. 

Ter. All pleafures guard my King, I heere prefent, 
My oath vpon the knee of duety : knees 
Are made for Kings, they are the fubiecls Fees. 

King. Wat Terrill, th'art ill fuited, ill made vp, 
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In Sable collours, like a night peece dyed, 
Com'll thou the Prologue of a Maske in blacke ; 
Thy body is ill fliapt ; a Bride-groome too ? 
Looke how the day is dreft in Siluer cloth, 
Lakle round about with golden Sunne-beames : fo 
(As white as heauen) mould a frefh Bride-groome go< 
What % Cffilefline the Bride, in the fame taske 1 
Nay then. I fee ther's raillery in this maske, 
Prethee refolue me Wat 1 

Jer. My gracious Lord, 
That part is hers, fhe acles it ; onely I 
Prefent the Prologue, flie the tnifterie. 

Kin. Come Bride, the Sceaue of b killing entree 
firft, 
Your cheekes are fetled now, and pall the worft; 



A raillery ! oh none plaies heere but death, 
This is deaths motion, motionles ; fpeake you, 
Flatter no longer ; thou her Bride-groome ; thou 
Her Father fpeake, 
Sit quint. Dead.* 
Ter. Dead. 
Kin. How 1 
Sir quin. Poyfon'd. 
King. And poyfon'd ? 
What villaine durft blafpheme her beauties, or 
Prophage the cleare religion of her eyes. 

Ter. Now King I enter, now the Sceane is mine 
My tongue is tipt with poiibn : know who fpeakes, 
And looke into my thoughts ; 1 blufh not King, 
To^cali thee Tyrant : death hath fet my face, 
And made my bloud bolde : heare me fpirits of i 
And place your eares vpon your hearts ; the day 
(The fellow to this night) faw her and me, 
Shake hands together : for the booke of heauen, 
Made vs eternall friends : thus, Man and Wife, 
This man of men (the King) what are not kings ? 
Was my chiefe guefl, my royall gneil, his Grace 
Grac'd all the Table, and did well become 
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ie vpper end, where fate my Bride : in briefe, 

e tainted her chafle eares ; fhe yet vnknowne, 

is breatli was treafon, tiro his words were none. 

■eafon to her and me, he dar"d me then, 
the couert of a flattering fmile,) 
g her where fhe is not as fhe is, 
Aliue for luff, not dead for Chaflity : 
The rdblution of my foule, out-dar'd, 
I fwore and taxt my faith with a fad oath ; 
""'lich I maiiitaine ; heere take her, fhe was mine, 

hen (lie was liuing, but now dead, fhe's thine. 

Kin. Doe not confound me quite ; for mine owne 
guilt, 

Speakes more within me then thy tongue containes j 
Thy forrow is my fhame : yet heercin fprings, 
Ioy out of forrow, boldnes out of fhame ; 
For I by this haue Found, once in my life, 
A faithfull fubieft, thou a conflant wife. 

Cat. A conflant wife. 

Kin. Am I confounded twice ! 
Blafled with wonder. 

Ttr. O delude me not 
Thou art too true to Hue agen, too faire 
To be my Caeleftine, too conflant farre 
To be a woman. 

Cat. Not to be thy wife, 
But firfl I pleade my duetie, and falute 
The world agen. 

Sir quin. My King, my Sonne, know all, 
I am an Actor in this miflerie, 
And beare the chiefeft part. The Father I, 
Twas I that miniftred to her chafle bloud, 
A true fomiitferous potion, which did fleale 
Her thoughts to fieepe, and flattered her with death : 
I cal'il it a quick poifoa'd drug, to trie 
The Bride-groomes loue, and the Brides conflancie. 
He in the paflion of his loue did fight, 
A combat with affection ; fo did both, 
She for tiie poifon flroue, he for his oath : 
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Reach r : m a Poes Crowze • the hooter d Bijes) 
Bet if he claime h. wan~x rght thereof 
(As mzT tsihiri 5c Hues of Poene doe* 
Race i-:wr.r his vfcrpaaon to the graced. 
Trut P:-ftz 2ri Tziih Arte jxJ JTjiuar* CrtssrvJL 
But ir. what molde 10 ere this man bee cat:. 
We make him thine Crifpinzs. wit and lodgement. 
Shine in thv numbers, and thr fooie I know, 
Will not goe arm'd in p anion gainil thr foe : 
Therefore be thou our feiie ; whiiil our feiie lit, 
But as fpectator of this Sceane of wit. 

Cri. Thankes royall Lord, for thefe high honors 



done, 



To me vnworthie, my mindes brighteil fires 
Shall all confume themfelues in purer! flame, 
On the Alter of your deare eternall name. 

Kin. Not vnder vs, but next vs take thy Seate, 
"Artes nourijhed by Kings make Kings more great \ 
Vfe thy Authority. 

Crif. Demetrius. 
Call in that felfe-creating Horace, bring 
Him and his fliaddow foorth. 

J)e?n. Both (hall appeare, 
"JVo black-eyed Jlar mufljlicke in vertues Spluare. 
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Enter Sir Vaughan. 

Sir Va. Ounds did you fee him, I pray let all his 
Mafellies moll excellent dogs, be fet at liberties, and 
haue their freedoms to fmell him out 

Dm. Smell whom ? 

Sir Veatgh. Whom! the Compofer, the Prince of 
Poets, Horace, Horace, he's departed : in Gods name 
and the Kinges I farge you to ring it out from all 
our eares, for Horaces bodie is departed : Mailer hue 

and crie mall God bleffe King Williams, I crie 

you mercy and aske forgiuenes, for mine eyes did 
not finde in their hearts to looke vppon your Ma- 
ieftie. 

Kin. What news with thee Sir Yaughan 1 

Sir Vau. Newes ? God tis as vrfe newcs as I can 
defire to bring about mee : our vnhanfome-fac'd Poet 
does play at bo-peepes with your Grace, and cryes 
all-hid de as boyes doe, 

~ ctrs. Stand by, roome there, backe, roome for 
the Poet 

Sir Va. He's reprehended and taken, by Sefu, I 
rcioyce very neere as much as if I had difcouer'd a 
tf-found Land, or the North and Eaft Indies. 

Enter Tucca, his boy after him -with two pttlures vnder 
his cloake, and a wreath of nettles \ Horace and 
Bubo putd in by tit homes bound both like Satyrcs, 
Sir Adam following, Miflris Miniuer with him, 
wearing Tuccaes ehaine. 

Tuc. So, tug, tug, pull the mad Bull in by* th 
homes j So, bake one at that flake my place-mouth 
yelpers, and one at that llake Gurnets-head. 

King. What bufie fellow 's this ? 

Tuc. Saue thee, my mod gracious King a Harts 
faue thee, all hats and caps are thine, and therefore I 
vaile ; for but to thee great Sultane Soliman, I 
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fcorne to be thus put off or to deliuer vp this fee 
I wud. 

Kin. Sir Vaughan, what's this iolly Captaines 
name ? 

Sir Va. Has a very fufficient name, and is a 
man has done God and his Country as good and 
as hot Seruice (in conquering this vile Monfter-Poet) 
as euer did S. George his horfe-backe about the 
Dragon. 

Tuc. I fweate for *t, but Tawfoone, holde thy 
tongue Mon du, if thou't praife mee, doo't behinde 
my backe : I am my weighty Soueraigne one of thy 
graines, thy valliant vaffaile; aske not what I am, 
but read, turne ouer, vnclafpe thy Chronicles : there 
thou (halt finde Buffe-Ierkin ; there read my points of 
war ; I am one a thy Mandilian-Leaders ; one that 
enters into thy royall bands for thee ; PaniUius Tucca; 
one of thy Kingdomes chiefefl quarrelers ; one a thy 
mod faithful 1 — fy — fy — fy 

Sir Van. Drunkards I holde my life. 

Tuc. No whirligig, one of his faithfull fighters ; thy 
drawer royall Tamer Cham. 

Sir Van. Goe too, I pray Captaine Tucca, giue 
vs all leaue to doe our buiines before the King. 

Tuc. With all ray heart, shi, shi, shi (hake that 
Bearc-whdp when thou wut. 

Sir Vau. Horace and Bubo, pTay fend an an- 
fwere into his Mafefties eares, why you goe thus in 
Ouids Morter-Morphefis and drange fafhions of ap- 
parell. 

Tuc Cur why 1 

Afmi. My Lords, I was drawne into this beaflly 
fuite by head and fhoulders onely for ioue I bare to 
my Ningle. 

Tuc. Speake Ningle, thy mouth's next, belch out, 
belch, why 

Nor. I did it to retyre me from the world ; 
And turne my Mufc into a Timonifl, 
Loathing the general Leprozie of Sinne, 
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Which like a plague runs through the foules of men : 
I did it but to 

Tu. But to bite euery Motley-head vice by'th nofe, 
'OU did it Ningle to play the Bug-beare Satyre, & 
make a Campe royall of fafli ion -mongers quake at 
your paper Bullets ; you Kaflie Tortois, you and your 
Itchy Poetry breake out like Chriftmas, but once a 
yeare, and then you keepe a Reuelling, & Araigning 
Scratching of mens faces, as tho you were 
Tyber the long-tail' d Prince of Rattes, doe you ? 

Cri. Horace. 

Sir Vaughan. Silence, pray let all vrdes be ftrangled, 

held fafl betweene your teeth 

Cri. Voder controule of my dreade Soueraigne, 
We are thy Iudges ; thou that didfl Arraigue, 
Art now prepar'd for condemnation ; 
Should I but bid thy Mufejland to the Barre, 
Thy felfe again ft her wouldil giue euidence : 
For flat rebellion gainft the Sacred lawes 
Of diuioe Poefie : heerein moft (he mifl, 
Thy pride and fame made her turne Saterijl, 
And not her loue to vertue (as thou Preached) 
Or Ihould we minifler ftrong pilles to thee : 
What lumpes of hard and indigefted fluffe, 
Of bitter Satirifme, of Arrogance, 
Of Set ft 'loue, of Detraction, of a blacke 
And (linking Infolence Ihould we fetch vp 1 
But none of thefe, we giue thee what's more fit, 
With flinging nettles Crowne his flinging wit. 

Tuc. Wei faid my Poeticall huckfler, now he's in 
thy handling rate him, doe rate him well. 

Hor. O I befeech your Maiefty, rather then thus 
to be netled, lie ha mySatyres coate pull'd ouer mine 
eares, and be turn'd out a the nine Mufes Seruice. 

Afm. And I too, let mee be put to my fhiftes with 
myne Ningle. 

Sir Vau. By Sefu fo you lhall M. Bubo ; flea off 
this hairie skin M. Horace, fo, fo, fo, vntrufle, vn- 
truffe. 



Tuc. 



The vntrufszng of 
His Poeticail wreath my dapper puncke- 






fetch er. 

/for. Ooh 

Sir Va. Nay, your oohs, nor your CaUin-ots can- 
not feme your turne ; your tongue you know is full of 
blifters with rayling, your face full of poekey-holes and 
pimples, with your fierie inuentions : and therefore to 
preferue your head from aking, this Biggin is yovas, 

nay by Sefu you (hall bee a Poet, though not 

Lawrefyed, yet Nettlefyed, fo : 

Tuc. Sirra ftincker, thou'rt but vntruffd now, I 
owe thee a whipping flill, and He pay it: I haue layde 
roddes in Piffe and Vineger for thee : It mail n 
the Whipping a' th Salyre, nor the Whipping of tl 
blinde-Beare, but of a counterfeit Ingler, that flealea 
the name of Horace. 

Kin. How 1 counterfeit ? does hee vfurpe ] 
name J 

Sir Vau. Ves indeede ant pleafe your Grace, 1 
does fup vp that abhominable name. 

Tuc. Hee does O King Cambi/es, hee does : 
haft no part of Horace in thee but's name, and his 
damnable vices : thou haft fuch a terrible mouth, that 
thy beard's afraide to peepc out: but, looke heere you 
flaring Leuiathan, heere's the tweete vifage of Horace ; 
looke perboylde-facc, looke ; Horace had a trim long- 
beard, and a reafonable good face for a Poet, (as faces 
goe now-a-dayes) Horace did not skrue and wriggl 
himfelfe into great Mens famyliarity, (impudentlie) a 
thou dooil : nor weare the Badge of Gentlemens com- 
pany, as thou dooft thyTaffetie ileeues tackt too onely 
with fome pointes of profit : No, Horace had not his 
face pundit full of Oylet-holes, like the couer of a 
warming-pan : Horace lou'd Poets well, and gatie 
Coxeombes to none but fooles ; but thou lou'fl none, 
neither Wifemen nor fooles, but thy felfe : Horace 
was a goodly Corpulent Gentleman, and not fo leane 
a hollow-cheekt Scrag as thou art : No, heere's the 
Coppy of thy countenance, by this witi I k;ime to 
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make a number of villanous faces more, and to looke 
acuruily vpon'th world, as thou doft. 

Cri. Sir Vaughan will you minifter their oath 1 

Sir Vau. Matter Afmius Bubo, you (hall fweare as 
little as you can, one oath ihall damme vp your Inno- 
cent mouth. 

Afiti. Any oath Sir, lie fweare any thing. 

Sir Va. You fhall fweare by Phoebus (who is your 
Poets good Lord and Matter,) that heere-after you 
will not hyre Horace, to giue you poefies for rings, or 
hand-kerchers, or kniues which you vnderfland not, 
nor to write your Loue-letters ; which you (in turning 
of a hand) fet your markes vpon, as your owne : nor 
you Ihall not carry Lattin Poets about you, till you 
can write and read Englifh at mott ; and lattlyc that 
you fhall not call Horace your N ingle. 

Afm. By Pkabus I fweare all this, and as many 
oathes as you will, fo I may trudge. 

Sir Vau. Trudge then, pay your legs for Fees, and 
bee diflargU 

Tuc. Tprooth . . runne Red-cap, ware homes 
there. Exit Afi, 

Sir Va. Now Matter Horace, you rnufl be a more 
horrible fwearer, for your oath mutt be (like your 
wittes) of many collours ; and like a Brokers booke of 
many parcels. 

Tuc. Read, read ; th'inuentory of his oath. 

Hot. lie fweare till my haire ttands vp an end, 
to bee rid of this fting, oh this fling, 

Sir Vau. Tis not your fling of confeience, is it 1 

Tuc. Vpon him : Inprimis. 

Sir Vaugh. Inprimis, you fhall fweare by Phoebus 
and the halfe a fcore Mufes lacking one : not to 
fweare to hang your felfe, if you thought any Man, 
Ooman or Silde, could write Playes and Rimes, as 
well-fauour'd ones as your felfe. 

Tuc, Well fayd, haft brought him toth gallowes 
already J 

Sir Faugh, Vou fhall fweare not to bumbatt out a 
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new Play, with the oldc lynings of lefles, (lolen from 
the Temples Reuels. 

Tttc, To him olde Tango. 

Sir Va. Moreouer, you fhall not fit in a Gallei 
when your Comedie3 and Enterludes haue entr 
their Aclions, and there make vile and bad taces a 
euerie lyne, to make Sentlemen haue an eye to you, 
and to make Players afraide to take your part. 

Tuc. Thou (halt be my Ningle for this. 

Sir Vau. Befides, you mull forfweare to venter c 
the ftage, when your Play is ended, and to exchange 
curtezies, and complements with Gallants in the 
Lordes roomes, to make all the houfe rife vp : 
Armes, and to cry that's Horace, that's he, that's he, 
that's he, that penncs and purges Humours and difeafes. 

Tuc. There boy, agen. 

Sir Vau. Secondly, when you bid all your friends 
to the marriage of a poore couple, that is to fay ; your 
Wits and ntctffitits, alias diclus, to the rifling of your 
Mufe : a/ias, your Muffs vp-fitt'ui£ : alias a Poet Whit- 
fan-Ale; you fhall fweare that within three dayes 
after, you (hall not abroad, in Booke-binders fhop* 
brag that your Vize-royes or Tributorie-Kings, haue 
done homage to you, or paide quarterage. 

Tuc. He bufie thy head Holofemes. 

Sir Faugh. Moreouer and Inflrimis, when a Knight 
or Sentlemen of vrfhip, does giue you his pane-port, t< 
trauaile in and out to his Company, and gtues yoi 
money for Gods fake ; I trufl in Sefu, you will fwean 
(tooth and nayle) not to make fcalde and wry-mouth 
leftes vpon his Knight-hood, will you not I 

Hor. I neuer did it by Parnafius. 

Tuc. Wut fweare by Parnaffus and lye too, Dodloi 
Doddipoll 

Sir Va. Thirdly, and laft of all fauing one, when 
your Playes are miue-likt at Court, you fhall not crye 
Mew like a Pufle-cat, and fay you are glad you write 
out of the Courtiers Element 

Tuc. Let the Element alone, tis out a thy 
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Van. In brieflynes, when yoti Sup in Tauemes, 

longft your betters, you ihall fweare not to dippe 
your Manners in too much fawce, nor at Table to 
fling Epigrams, Embleames, or Play-fpeeches about 
you (lykeHayle-ftones) to keepe you out of the terri- 
ble daunger of the Shot, vpon payne to fit at the 
vpper ende of the Table, a'th left hand of Carlo 
Buffon : fweare all this, by Apollo and the eight or 
nine Mufes. 

Hor. By Apollo, Helicon, the Mufes (who march 
three and three in a rancke) and by all that belongs 
to Pernafius, I fweare all this. 

Tuc. Beare witnes. 

Crif. That fearefull wreath, this honour is your 
due, 
All Poets Jlwll be Pod-Apes but you j 
Thankes (Learnings trite Mec&nas, Poefies king) 
Thankes for that gracious eare, which you haue lent, 
To this moll tedious, moll rude argument. 

Kin. Our fpirits haue well been feafted; he whofe 

Draws both corrupt, and cleare bloud from all men ; 
(Careles what veine he prickes) iet him not raue, 
When his owne fides are flrucke, blowes, blowes, doe 

Tut. Kings-truce, my noble Hearbe-a-grace ; my 
Princely fweet-WUliam, a boone — Stay firil, Ifl a 
match or no match, Lady Furniuall III 1 

Sir Ad. ik Sir quint. A match t 

Mini. I, a match, fince lie hath hit the Miflris fo 
often i'th fore-game, we'll eene play out a rubbers. 

Sir Ada. Take her for me. 

Sirquin. Take her for thy felfe, not for me. 

Sir Vau. Play out your rubbers in Gods name, 
by Sefu lie neuer boule more in your Alley, Iddow. 

Sir Quirt. My Chaine. 

Sir Adam, My Purfe. 

Tuc. He Chaine thee prefently, and giue thee ten 
pound and a purfe : aboonemyLeige : .... daunce 
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6 my delicate Rufus, at my wedding with this reuerend 
Antiquary ; ill done ? wut thou % 
Kin. lie giue thee Kingly honour: Night and 
Sleepe, 
With filken Ribands would tye vp our eyes, 
But Miflris Bride, one meafure (hall be led, 
In fcorne of Mid-nights haft, and then to bed. 

Exeunt 








EPI LOGUS. 

f~^ Entlemen, Gallants, and you my 
V_T little Swaggerers that fight lowe : 
my tough hearts of Oake that ftand too't fo 
valliantly, and are ftill within a yard of your 
Capten : Now the Trumpets (that fet men to- 
gether by the eares) haue left their Tantara-rag- 
boy, let's part friends. I recant, beare witnes all 
you Gentle-folkes (that walke i'th Galleries) I 
recant the opinions which I helde of Courtiers, 
Ladies, & Cittizens, when once (in an aflembly of 
Friers) I railde vpon them : that Hereticall 
Libertine Horace, taught me fo to mouth it. 
Befides, twas when ftiffe Tucca was a boy : twas 
not Tucca that railde and roar'd then, but the 
Deuill & his Angels : But now, Kings-truce, 
the Capten Summons a pariee, and deliuers 
himfelfe and his prating company into your 
hands, vpon what compofition you wil. Are 
you pleafd .' and lie dance Friskin for ioy, but 

if you be not, by'th Lord lie fee you all 

heere for your two pence a peice agen, before 
He loofe your company. I know now fome be 
come hyther with cheekes fwolne as big with 
hiffes, as if they had the toot-ach : vds-foote, if I 

flood by them, Ide bee fo bold as intreate 

them to hiffe in another place. Are you aduiz'd 
what you doe when you hiffe ? you blowe away 
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Horace's reuenge : but if you fet your hands and 

Seales to this, Horace will write againft it, and 

you may haue more fport : he fhall not loofe his 

labour, he fhall not turne his blanke verfes into 

waft paper : No, my Poetafters will not laugh 

at him, but will vntruffe him agen, and agen, 

and agen. He tell you what you fhall doe, 

caft your little Tucca into a Bell : doe, make 

a Bell of me, and be al you my clappers, vpon 

condition, wee may haue a luftie peale, this 

colde weather : I haue but two legs left me, 

and they are both yours : Good night 

my two penny Tenants 

Good night. 

FINIS. 
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*. A DEVICE 

(projected downe, but till now not 

publijht,) that JJiould haue fented 

at his Maiejlics firft acceffe to 

the Cittis. 



iHe forrow and amazement, that like an 
| earthquake began to fhake the difterapered 
I body of this Ilad (by reafon of our late 

| Soueraigns departure,) being wifely and 

uloutly presented, and the feared wounds of a 
ciuill fword, (as Alexanders fury was with Muficke) 
being (lopt from burlling forth, by the found of 
Trompets that proclaimed King lames : All mens eyes 
were prefently turnd to the North, Handing euenftone 
ftil in their Circles, like the poynts of fo many Geome- 
tricall needles, through a fixed & Adamantine defire 
to behold this 45. yeares wonder now brought forth 
by Tyme: their tongues neglecting all language elfe, 
faue that which fpake zealous prayers, and vnceafable 
wifhes, for his molt fpeedy and longd-for arriuall. Info- 
much that the Night was thought vnworthy to be 
crownd with fleepe, and the day not fit to be lookt 
vpon by the Sunne, which brought not fome frefli 
tydings of his Maieilies more neare and neerer ap 
preach. 

At the length ExpeHatiort (who is euer waking) and 
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that fo long was great, grewe neare the time of her 
deliuery, Rumor comming all in a fweate to play the 
Midwife, whofe firft comfortable words were, that this ' 
Treafure of a Kingdome (a Man Ruler) hid fo many 
yeares from vs, was now brought to light, and a ' 



Martiall. Et populi vox eraf vna, Vemt, 



the 
this ■ 

ind. 



And that he was to be conducted through fome 
vtter part of this his Citie, to his myall Cattle the Tower, 
that in the age of a man (rill this very minute) had not 
bene acquainted nor borne the name of a Kings 
Court. Which Entrance of his (in this maner) being 
fam'de abroad, ( Becaufe his louing Subie<Tls the Citi- 
zens would giue a tafte of their dutie and affection : 
The Dcuke following was fuddeinly made vp> as the 
firft femice, to a more royall and ferious erJuing Enter- 
tainment ; And this (as it was then purpofed) fliould 
haue bene performed about the Barres beyond Bif- 
hops-gate. 
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The Detiice. 

O Aint George, Saint Andrew ', (the Patrons of both 
^) Kingdoraes) hauing along time lookt vpon each 
other, with countenances rather of mecre Grangers, 
then of fuch neare Neighbours, vpon the prcfent 
afpecl of his Mate/lies approach toward London, were 
(in his fight) to ifiiie from two feuerall places on horfe- 
backe, and in compleate Armour, their Breftes and 
Capari fons fuited with the Armes of England and 
Scotland, (as they are now quartered) to teftitie their 
leagued Combination, and newe fworne Brother-hood. 
Thefe two armed Knights, encountring one another on 
the way, were to ride hand in hand, till they met his 
MaUJHe. But the flrangenefle of this newly-begotten 
amitie, flying ouer the earth, It callcs vp the Genius 
of the Cittie, who (not fo much mazde, as wondring 
at the Noueltie) Interfepts their Paflage. 

And moil aptly (in our Iudgement) might this Do- 
mefticum Numen (the Getiius of the place) lay iufl 
clayme to this preheminence of firfl bellowing Saluta- 
tions and welcomes on his Maiejlie, Genius being held 
! Inter ficlos Deos), to be God of Hofpitalitie and Plea- 
ure : and none but fuch a one was meet to receiue fo 
excellent and princely a Gueft. 

Or if not worthy, for thofe two former refpedls : Yet 
being Deus Generationis, and hauing a power af-weil 
ouer Countries, hearbs and trees, as ouer men, and 
the Cittie hauing now put on a Regmeration, or new 
birth ; the induction of fuch a Perfon, might (without 
a Warrant from the court of Critijh) pafle very cur- 
rant 

To made a falfe florifh here with the borrowed 
weapons of all the old Maiflers of the noble Science 
of Poefie, and to keepe a tyrannicall coyle, in Anato- 
mizing Genius, from head to foote, (only to fhew how 
nimbly we can carue vp the whole mefle of the Poets) 
were to play the Executioner, and to lay our Cities 
houfhold God on the rack, to make him confeffe, how 
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many paire of Latin fheets, we haue fhaken & cut 
fhreds to make liim a garment. Such feates of Acli- 
uitie are ftale, and common among Schollers, (before 
whome it is protefled we come not now (in a Pageant) 
to Play a Maiflers prize) For Nunc tgo veniofm Plebis 
fuSragia venor. 

\y\\e multitude is now to be our Audiencejwhofe 
heads would miferably runne a wool! -gathering, if we 
doo but offer to breake them with hard words. But 
fuppofe (by the way) contrary to the opinion of all the 
Doctors) that our Genius (in regarde the place is 
Feminine, and the perfon it felfe, drawne Figitra Hu- 
mana, fed Ambiguo /exit) fhould at this time be thrall 
into womans apparrell. It is no Schifme: be it fo : 
our Gains is then a lemale, Antique ; and reuerend 
both in yeares and habit ! a Chaplet of mingled flowres, 
Inter wouen with branches of the Plane Tree (crown- 
ing her Temples : her haire long and white : her Vef- 
ture a loofe roabe, Changeable and powdred with 
Starres : And being (on horfebacke likewife) 
nifhed, this was the tune of her voyce. 
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Genius Locj. 

STay: wee coniurt you, by that Potent Name, 
Of which each Letter's (now) a triple charme : 
Stay ; and deliuir vs, of whence you are, 
And why you beare {alone) th'ojlent of Warn, 

When all hands e/fe reare Oliue-fioughs and Palme : 
And Halcyonean dayes affureall's caltne. 

WAeti entry tongue fpcaxts Mufick : when each Pen 
(Dutd am/ dyde blacke in Galle) is white agm, 
And dipt in Netftar, which by DelphickyfVe 
Being heated, melts into an Oiphean-y«'«- 

When Troyes proud buildings fliew like Fairie-foa wj. 
And Streets {like Gardens) are perfum'd with flowers ; 
And Windowes glazde onely with wondring eyes ; 
(In a Kings lookefuck admiration lyes !) 
A nd when foft handed Peace, fofweetly thriues, 
That Bees in Souldiers Helmets 'build their Jfiues : 

When toy a tip-toe flatuis on Fortunes Wheele, 
Infilken Robes ; How dare you fhine in Steele t 
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Saint George, 
Ladie, What are you that fo queflion \ 



I Am the places Genius, whence now fprings 
A Vine, whofc yongcjl Bravncfi fliall produce Kings : 
This little world of men ; this precious Stone, 
That fcts out Europe : this (the glaffe alone,) 
Wliere themat Sunne each Momehimfclfe attires, 
Andgildes it with his rcpercufsiue fires. 
This lewellof the Land; Englands right Eye '. 
Altar of Loue ; and Spheare of Maiestie : 
Greene Nep tunes Minion, bout whofe Virgin-wale, 
Ifahlikea Crijlall girdle cajl. 
Of this are me the Genius ; here have I, 
Slept (by thefauour of a Deity) 
Fortie-foitrt Summers and as many Springs, 
Not frighted with the threats' of forraine Kings. 
But heldvp in that gowned State I have, 
By twice Twclue-Fatiiers politique and grave • 
Who with a Jlteathtd Sword, andfilken Law, 
Do keepe (within wmh Walla) Millions in awe. 

I charge you therefore fay. for what you come 1 
What are you? 

Both. Knights at Armes. 

S. George. Saint George. 

Saint Andrew. Saint Andrew. 
For Scotlands honour I. 

S. George. For Englands I 
Both fworne into a League of Vnitie. 

Genius. 

I Clap my hands for lay, andfeatcyou both 
Next to my heart : In hams of purefl golde, 
This mojl aiifpidous louejliatl be enrold. 
Be ioynde to vs : And as to earth we bowe, 
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So, to thofe roy all feet, bende your Jledde brow. 

In name of all thefe Senators, (on whom 

Vertue builds more, then thefe of Antique Rome) 

Shouting a cheerefull welcome : Since no clyme^ 

Nor Age that has gon ot*e the head of Time, 

Did ire cafl vpfuch loyes, nor the like Summe 

(But here) fhall fland in the world, yeares to come, 

Dread King, our hearts make good, what words do want, 

To bid thee boldly enter Troynouant. * ■> — • ! f J '££ t 

Rerum certafalus, Terr arum gloria Caefar ! Mart - 

Sospite quo, magnos credimus efse Deos : 
Dilexere prihs pueri, Iuvenefquefenefque, Idem - 

At Nunc Infantes te quoque Caefar amant. 

This (hould haue beene the firfl Offring of the Citties 
Loue : But his Maieflie not making his Entrance (ac- 
cordiLg to expedlation) It was (not vtterly throwne 
from the Alter) but layd by. 
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Mart. lam Crefcunt media Pagmata celfa i 






make 



Y this time Imagine, that Poets (who 
fpeaking Pictures) anil Painters (who 
dumbe Poefie) had their heads & hands 
^^ full; the one for natiue and fwcet Inuen- 
: the other for liuely Illuflration of what the 
former fhould deuife : Both of ihem emuloully con- 
tending (but not firming) with the proprefl and brigh- 
teft Colours of Wit and Art, to fet out the beautie of 
the great Triumphant day. 

For more exac't and formal] managing of which 
Bufmeffe, a Select number both of Aldermen and 
Commoners (like fo many Romane JEdilcs) were 
(Communi Conjitio) uhofen forth, to whofe difcretion, 
the Charge, Contriving!, Praicfls, and all other De- 
pendences, owing to fo troublefome a worke, was 
intirely, and Iudicially committed 

Many dayes were thriftily confumed, to molde the 
bodies of thefe Tryumphes comely, and to the honour 
of the Place : & at lafl, the ftuffe whereof to frame 
them, was beaten out The Soul e that fhould giue 
life, & a tongue to this Entertainment, being to breathe 
out of Writers Pens. The LJmmes of it to lye at the 
hard-handed mercy of Mychanitiens. 

In a moment therefore of Time, are Carpenters, 
loyners, Caruers, and other Artificers fweating at their 
Chizzells. 

Vir. Accingunt Omnes operi. 

Not a finger but had an Office : He was held vn 
worthy" euer after to fuche the Hony dew of Peace, 
that {againjl his tvmmi/ig, fry whom our Peace wearcs a 
triple Wreathe) would offer to play the Droane. The 
Streets are furueyed ; heigihcs, breadilis, and diftances 
taken, as it were to make Fortifications, for the Solem- 
nities. ~5eauen pieces of ground, (like fo many fielde 
for a battaile) are plotted foorth, vppon which thel 



; 









through the' City of London. 

Arches of Tryumph mud fiiew themfelues in their 
glorie : aloft, m the ende doe they aduance their 
proude fore-heads. 

Virg; — Ciraitn pucri, Inmipt&quc Puella, 
Sacra Canunl,J)i/!tmi/, maim contingtre gandent. 

Euen childre (might they haue bin fuffred) would 
gladly haue fpent their little flrength, about the 
Engines, that mounted vp the Frames : Such a fire of 
loue and ioy, was kindled in euery breiL"" < f! , 

The day (for who fe fake, tKele wonders of. Wood, 
clyrade tlius into the clowdes) is now come ; being fo 
earely vp by reafon of Artificiall Lights, which 
wakened it, that the Sunne ouer flept himfelfe, and 
rofe not in many houres after, yet bringing with it 
into the very bofome of the Cittie/a world of people.) 
The Streets feemde to bee paued with men : Stalles in 
ftead of ricli wares were fet out with children, open 
Cafements fdd vp with women. 

All Glaffe windowes taken downe, but in their 
places, fparkeled fo many eyes, that had it not bene 
the clay, the light which reflected from them, was 
fufficient to haue made one: hee that Ihould haue 
compared the emptie and vntroden walkes of London, 
which were to be feen in that late mortal ly-deftroymg 
Deluge, with the thronged flreetes now, might haue 
belieued, that vpon this day, began a new Creation, 
& that the Citie was the onely Workhoufe wherein 
fundry Nations were made. 

A goodly and ciuil order was obferued, in Mar- 
tialling all the Companies according to their de- 
grees : The tirit beginning at the vpper end of Saint 
Marks Lane, and the laft reaching aboue the Conduit 
in Ftettjlrcete : their Seats, being double-railde : vpon 
the vpper part wheron they leaned, the Streamers, 
Enfignes, and Bannerets, of each particular Company 
decently fixed : And directly againft themp~feuei 
quite through the body of the Citie, fo hie 
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Temple-Barre) a (ingle Raile (in faire diflance 
the other) was likewife erected to put off the multitude. 
Amongil whofe tongues (which in fuch Conforts 
neuer lye flill,) tlio there were no Mulicke, yet as the 
Poet fayes : 



Mart. Vox diuerfa fonat, populorum ejl vox lamcn 



vna. 



NOthing that they fpeake could bee made any 
thing, yet all that was fpoken, founded to this 
purpofe, that ftill his Maieflie was comming. They 
haue their longings: And behold, A farre off they 
rpie him, richly mounted on a white Iennet, vnder 
l a rich Canopy, fuftained by eight Barons of the 
Cinqueporis ; the Tower ferumg that morning but for 
his with-drawing Chamber, wherein hee made him 
ready : and from thence ftept prefently into his Citie 
of London, which for the time might worthily borrow 
the name of his Court Royall : His paffage a" 
that Court, offering it felfe for more State) through 
feuen Gates, of which the firfl was erected at Fan- 
church. 

Thus prefenling itfdfe. 

T T was an vpright Flat-fquare, (for it con- 
\^ tained fiftie foote in the perpend iculer, J 
and fiftie foote in the Ground-lyne) the vpper roofe 
thereof (one diilinfl Chios) bore vp the true moddells 
of all the notable Houfes, Turrets, and Steeples, 
witliin the Citie. The Gate vnder which his Maieflie 
did pafle, was 12. foote wide, and 18. foote hie: A 
Poflerne likewife (at one fide of it) being foure foote 
wide, and 8. foote in heigth : On either fide of the 
Gate, flood a great French Terme, of done, aduanced 
vpon wodden Pedeflalls ; two half Pilafters of Ruflick, 
flanding ouer their heads. I could fhoote more 
Arrowes at this marke, and teach you without the 
Carpenters Rule how to meafure all the proportions 
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belonging to this Fdbrick. But an excellent hand 
being at this inflant curioufly defcribing all the feuen, 
and bellowing on them their faire profpecliue limraes, 
your eye (hall hereafter rather be delighted in be- 
holding thofe Pictures, than now be wearied in look- 
ing vpon mine. 
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.V The Perfonages (as well Mutes 

as Speakers) in this Pageant, were 

thtfe: mz. 



i *T~*He higheft Perfon was The Brittayne Mo- 

J_ narchy, 
2 At her feet, fate Diuint Wtfdotnt. 

I llcn.-aili her, fined The Genius of the City, Aman. 
; \i hi- righl hand was placed a Perfonage, figuring. 

The Counfdl of the City. 
;, \inli-) .ill ihefe lay a perfon reprefenting Thamefis 

the /finer. 

Sixc other perfons (being daughters to Genius) 
rat kduwtncea aboue him, on a fpreading A/cent, of 
which the tirft was, 
i Gladneffe. 

z The fecond, Veneration. 
; n« third, Promptitude. 
\ The fourth, Vigilance. 
$ The rift, Louing affalion. 
6 The fixtli, Vnanimity. 

Of all which perfonages, Genius and Thamefis were 
the only Speakers : Thamefis being prefented by one 
of the children of her Maiefties Reuels : Gmius by 
M. A Kin (feruant to the young Prince) his gratula- 
tory fpeach (which was deliuered with excellent Action, 
and a well tun'dc audible voyce) being to this effect : 

That London may be prowd to behold this day, 
and therefore in name of the Lord Maior and Aider- 
men, the Counedl, Commoners and Multitude, the 
heartieft Welcome is tendered to his Maiefly, that 
euer was bellowed on any King, &c. 
Tht Which Banquet being taken away with 

jjj*'**" found of Muficke, there, ready for the pur- 
ttjtmf pofe, his Maieftie made his entrance into this 
zw™. nis Court R oya n . ^jjer this firft Gate, vpon 
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LON DI N IVM. 



And vnder that, in a fmaller {but not different) 
trailer, was written, 

CAMERA REGIA: 
The Kings Chamber. 

Too fhort a time (in their opinions that were glewed 
there together fo many houres, to behold him) did his 
Maieflie dwell vpon this firft place : yet too long it 
feemed to other happy Spirits, that higher vp in thefe 
Elizian fields awaited for his prefence : he fets on 
therefore (like the Sunne in his Zodiaque) bountifully 
difperllng his b'eamcs amongfl particular Nations : the 
brightneffc and warmth of which, was now fpent firft 
vpon the Italians, & next vpon the Betgians : The 
fpace of ground, on which their magnificent Arches 
were builded, being not vnworthy to beare the name 
of t:he t great Hall to this our Court Royal :)wherein 
was to be heard & feene the fundry languages Jc 
habits of Strangers, which vnder Princes Roofes 
tender excellent harmony. 

In a paire of Scales doe I weigh thefe two Nations, 
and rlnde them (neither in hearty loue to his Maieflie, 
in aduancement of the Cities honor, nor in forward- 
neffe to glorifie thefe Trhtmphes) to differ one graine. 

To difpute which haue done beil, were to doubt 
that one had done well. Call their inuentions there- 
fore Twynnes : or if they themfelues doe not like that 
name, (for happily they are emulous of one glory) 
yet thus may we fpeake of them. 

Fades tton omnibus vna, „_., 

Nee diucrfa tamen, Qtiakm decet ejfefororum. 
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Becaufe, whofoeuer (fixis octdis) beholds their pro- 
portions, 

Virg* Expleri mentem nequit, ardefcitq\ tuendo. 

The ftreet, vpon whofe bread, this Italian Gracious 
Iewell was worne, was neuer worthy of that Jtreet ' 
name which it carries, till this houre : For here did 
the Kings eye meete a fecond Obiedl, that inticed 
him by tarrying to giue honor to the place. And thus 
did the queintneffe of the Engine feeme to difcouer it 
felfe before him. 
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The Italians Pageant. 

THc building tooke vp the whole bredth of the 
Street, of which, the lower part was a Square, 
garnifhed with foure great Columnes : In the tnidfl of 
of which Square, was cut out a fayre and fpacious high 
Gate, arched, being twenty feuen foot in the perpen- 
dicular lyne, and eyghteene at the ground lyne : ouer 
the Gate, in golden Caraclers, thefe verfes (in a long 
fquare) were inferibed : 

Tu Regere Impcrio poputos lacobe memento, 
Hiz tibi mint Aries, Paciq; imponere morem, 
Parcerc SvMeflu, &- debellarefuperbos. 
And direclly aboue this, was aduane'd the Armes 
of the Kingdome, the Supporters fairely cut out to the 
)uer the Lyon (fome prety diHance from it) was 
written, 

IACOBO REGI MAGN. 

And aboue the head of the Vnicorne, at the like 
diflance, this, 

HENRICI TIL ABNEP. 

In a large Square erected aboue all thefe, King 
Henry the feuenth was royally feated in his Imperiall 
Robes, to whorne King lames (mounted on horfe- 
backe) approches, and receyues a Scepter, ouer both 
their heads thefe words being written, 

H1C VIR, HIC EST. 

Betweene two of the Columnes, (on the right hand) 
was fixed vp a Square table, wherein, in liuely and 
excellent colours, was lira'd a woman, figuring Peace, 
her head fecurely leaning on her left hand, her body 
modeftly bellowed (to the length) vpon the earth : In 
her other hand, was held an Oliue branch, the Enfignt 
of Peace, her word was out of Virgil, being thus, 
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Dens nobis luce otia fecit. 

Beneath that pcece, was another fquare Table, reach- 
ing almoil to the Bafes of the two Celumucs ; In 
which, a. (feeming) Sea perfonages, were drawne to 
the life, both of them lying, or rather leaning on the 
bofome of the earth, naked ; the one a woman, her 
backe onely feene ; the other a man, his hand ilretch- 
ing and faflning it fdfe vpon her fhoulder : the word 
that this dead body fpake, was this, 
/ Duos, I Nolirum. 

Vpon the left-hand fide of the Gate, betweene the 
other two Cohtmnes, were alfo two fquare Tables : In 
the one of which were two perfons portrayed to the 
life, naked, and wilde in lookes, the word, 
Expeflate folii Trimbanti. 

And oner that, in another fquare, carying the 
fame proportion, ftoode a woman vpright, holding in 
her hand a Shield, beneath whom was inferibed in 
golden Caraclers, 
Spes hfidijsima rerum. 

And this was the fhape and front of die firfl great 
Square, whofe top being flat, was gamifhed with 
Pdaflers, and vpon the roofe was directed a great 
Padejlail, on which Mood a Perfon earned out to the 
life (a woman) her left hand leaning on a fword, with 
the poynt downeward, and her right hand reaching 
foorth a Diadem, which fhee feernde by bowing of her 
knee and head, to bellow vpon his Maieflie. 

On the foure corners of this vpper part, ftoode 
foure naked portraytures (in great) with artificiall 
Trumpets in their hands. 

In the Arcli of the Gate, was drawne (at one fide) a 
companie of Palme trees, young, and as it were but 
newly fpringing, ouer whofe branches, two naked 
winged Angels, flying, held foorth a Scroll, which 
feem'd to fpeake thus, 
Spes altera. 

On the contrarie fide, was a Tine, fpreading it ft 
into many branches, and winding about Oltue, 
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Palme trees : two naked winged Angels hanging like- 
wife in the Ayre ouer them, and holding a Scrol be- 
tweene them, fild with this infcription, 

Vxor taa, ficut vitis abundans, 

Et filii tui, ficut palmites Oliuarum. 
If your imaginations (after the beholding of thefe 
obiecls) will fuppofe, that his Maieftie is now gone to 
the other fide of this Italian Trophee ; doe but cail 
your eyes backe, and there you mall finde iuft. the 
fame proportions, which the fore-part, or Breft of our 
Arch carrieth, with equall number of Columnes, Pede- 
flals, Pilaflers, Lim'd peeces, and Carued Statues. 
Ouer the Gate, this Dijlichon prefents it felfe. 

Nonne tuo Imperio fatis eft Iacobe potiri ? 

Imperium in Mu/as, Aemule quceris ? Hades. 
Vnder which verfes, a wreathe of Lawrell feem'd 
to be ready to be let fall on his Maiefties head, as hee 
went vnder it, being held betweene two naked An- 
tique women, their bodies flretching (at the full 
length) to compafie ouer the Arch of the Gate. And 
aboue thofe verfes, in a faire Azure table, this infcrip- 
tion was aduanc'd in golden Capitals : 

EXPECTATIONI ORBIS TERRARVM, 
REGIB. GENITO NVMEROSISS. 
REGVM GENITORf FJELICISS. 
REGI MARTIGENARVM AVGVSTISS. 
REGI MVSARVM GLORIOSISS. 

Itali Jlatuerunt latitia & cultus Signutn. 

On the right hand of this backe-part, betweene two 
of the Columnes was a fquare table, in which was 
drawne a Woman, crown'd with beautifull and frefli 
flowres, a Caducceus in her hand : All the notes of a 
plenteous and liuely Spring being caried about her, 
the foule that gaue life to this fpeaking picture, was : 

— Omnis feret omnia Tellus. 
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a Tryton, his Trumpet at his mouth, feeming to vEter 
this much, 

Dim Cerium Jlellas. 

Vpon the left hand of this back-part, in moft excel- 
lent colours, Antikely attir'd, flood the 4. kingdoms, 
England, Scotland, France and Ireland, holding hand 
together ; this being die language of them all, 

Concordes Jlabili Fatorunt Numinc. 



The middle great Square, that was aduaunced ouer 
the Freeze of the Gate, held Apollo, with all his En- 
fignes and properties belonging vnto him, as a Sphere, 
Bookes, a Cadumus, an Oclaedron, with other Geome- 
trical! Bodies, and a Harpe in his left hand : his right 
hand with a golden Wand in it, poynting to the battel 
of Lepauto fought by the Turks, (of which his Maieftie 
hath written a Poem) and to doe him Honour, Apollo 
himfdfe doth here feeme to take vpon him to de- 
fcribe : his word, 

Fortunate Puer. 

Thefe were the Mutes, and properties that helpt to 
rurnilh out this great Italian Theater: vpon whofe 
Stage, the found of no voice was appointed to be 
bated, but of one, (and that, in the prefence of the 
Italians themfelues) who in two little oppolite galleries 
vnder & within the Arch ol the gate, very richly 
and neately hung, deliuered thus much Latine to his 
Maieftie ; 
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The Italians fpeach. 

SAlue, Rex magne, falue. Salutem Maieftati tuce 
Itali, falicijsimum Aduentum lati, fcelices fub Te 
futuri, precamur. Ecce htc Omnes, Exigui munere, 
pauculi Nutnero : Sed tnagni erga Maiejlaiem tuam 
animi, multi obfequij. At nee Atlas, qui Cesium fufti- 
net, nee ipfa Cceli conuexa, altitudinem attingant merito- 
rum Regis optimi ; Hoc eft, eius, quern de Ttipfo 
exprefsifti doftifsimo (Deus I) et admirabili penicillo : 
Beatifsimos populos, vbi &* Philofophus regnat, 6r Rex 
Philofophatur. Salue, Rex nobiltfsime, falue, viue, 
Rex potentifsime, fcrticiter. Regna, Rex fapientifsime, 
fceliciter, Itali optamus omnes, Itali clamamus omnes : 
Omnes, omnes. 

Hairing hoyfled vp our Sailes, and taken leaue of 
this Italian more, let our next place of calling anker, 
be vpon the Land of the 17. Prouinces ; where the 
Belgians, (attired in the coflly habits of their own 
natiue Countrey, without the fantaflicke mixtures of 
other Nations) but more richly furnimed with loue, 
(land ready to receyue his Maieflie : who (according 
to their expectation) does moft gratioufly make him- 
felfe & his Royall traine their Princely ghefts. The 
houfe which thefe Strangers haue builded to enter- 
taine him in, is thus contriu'de. 
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The Pageant of the Dutch-men, 
by the Royall Exchange. 
He Foundation of this, was (as it were by Fate) 
layd neere rato a royall place ; for it was a 
royall and magnificent labour : It was bounded in 
with the houles on both fides the flreet, fo prowdly 
(as all the red alfo did) did this extend her body in 
bredth. The pafiage of State, was a Gate, large, 
attending eighteene foot high, aptly proportion'd to 
the other lymmes, and twelue foot ivyde, arched ; two 
leffer Poflemes were for common feet, cut out and 
open'd on the fides of the other. 

Within a final! Freeze, (and kiffmg the very forhead 
of the Gate) the Aedificc fpake thus, 

Vnicus a Fatofurgo non Degmer Bares. 
Whil'H lifting vp your eye to an vpper larger 
Freeze, you may there be enriched with thefe golden 
Capital Is, 

IACOBO, ANGL. SCOT. FRANC. HIBERN. 
REGI OPT. PRINC. MAX BELGAE ded. 

But beftowing your fight vpon a large Azure Table, 
lyned quite through with Caracters of gold, likewife 
you may for your paynes receiue this inferiptioo, 

ORBIS RESTITVTOR. PACIS FVND. RELIG. 

PROPVC. D. IAC. P. F. REGI. P. P. 
D. ANNAE REGIAE CONIVG. SOR. FIL. 

NEPTI, ET D. HENRICO I. FIL. PRINC. 

IVVENT. 
IN PVBL. VRBIS ET ORBIS LAETITIA, 

SECVLIQVE FAELICITAT. XVII. BELGIAE 

PROV. MERCATORES BEN1GNE REGIA 

HAC IN VRBE EXCEPTI, ET 
. M. VESTRAE OB ANTIQ. SOCIALE FOE- 

DVS, ET D. ELIZ. BENEFICENT. DEVOTI. 
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FAVSTA OMNIA ET FOELICIA AD IMPERII 
.ETERNITAT. PRECANTVR. 



Aboue which (being the heart of the Trofikee) was 
l fpacious fquare roorae, left open, Silke Curtaines 
irawne before it, which (vpon the approcti of his 
Waieflie) being put by, 17. yong Damfels, (all of them 
' mptuoufly adorned, after their countrey fafhion.) 
is it were in fo many Chaires of State, and figur- 
1 their perfons, the 17. Provinces of Bdgia, of 
which euery one caried in a Scutchion (excellently 
pencilde) the Armes and Coate of one. 

Aboue the vpper edge of this large Square Roome, 
and ouer the firfl Battlement, in another front, ad- 
c'd for the purpofe, a fquare Table was fattened 
vpright, in which was drawne the liuely picture of the 
King, in his Imperial Robes ; a Crowne on his head, 
the Sword and Scepter in his handes : vpon his left 
fide flood a. woman, her lace fixed vpon his, a burning 
hart in her right hand, her left hanging by, a Heron 
Handing clofe vnto her : vpon his other fide flood 
vpright (with her countenance dirc-ctcd likewife vpon 
him) another woman, winged, and in a Freeze beneath 
them, which tooke vp the full length of this Square : 
his inferiprion fet out it felfe in golden wordes ; 

Vtroque Satellite Tutus. 

Suffer your eyes to be wearied no longer with gazing 
vp fo high at thofe Sun-beams, but turne th& afide to 
looke below through the little Pojlernes : whofe State 

'eld quickly vp to a greatnes, by reafon of 2. 

olunmes, that fupported them on either lide. In a 
Table, ouer the right-hand Portall, was in perfect 
colours, drawne a Serpet, purfude by a Lion : betweene 
i, Adders and Snakes, chafing one another, the 
Lion fcornfully catting his head backe, to behold the 
violence of a blacke ftorme, that heauen powred 
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downe, to ouertake them : the found that came 
all this, was thus : 

- — - Sequitur grants Iraferoces. 

The oppofite body to this (on the other fide, an< 
directly ouer the other Portatt, whofe pompe did in 
like maner leane vpon, and vphold it felfe by two 
mayne Cotumnes) was a fquare peece, in which were 
lo be feene, Sheepe browzing, Larabes nibbling, 
Byrds flying in the Ayre, with other arguments of 
a ferene and vntroubled feafon, whofe happinefie wai 
pioclaymed in this maner, 

— Vttut alma Cicuribus Aura. 

Directly aboue this, in a fquare Table, were j 
trayed two Kings, reuerently and antiquely atty 
who feem'd to walke vpon thefe golden lines, 

Nafeitur In nojlro JRegum par Nobile Jfcge 
Alter lefiades, Alter Amoniades. 

From whome, leade but your eye, in a flraight line, 
to the other fide, (ouer the contrary Pofterne) and there 
in a fecond vpper Picture, you may meete with two 
other Kings, not fully fo antique, but as rich in their 
Ornaments; both of them, out of golden letters, com- 
pofiug thefe worries, 

Lucius ante atiet, Edwardus, &• inde I A C B V S 
Sextus, df hkjanxitj'extiis cV tile fidan. 

And thefe were the Newts, by which this great 
THumpkall Body was knit together, in the inferiour 
parts oJ it, vpun the iliouldcrs whereof, (which were 
gunifhed with rowes of Pilasters, thai fupported Lions, 
rlpant, bearing vp Banners) there flood another leifer 
Square, the head of which wore a Coronet of Pilasters 



I 
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alfo ; and aboue th6, vpon a Pedestal, curioufly dofed 
in betweene the tayles of two Dolphins, was aduanced 
a Woman, holding in one hand, a golden Warder, and 
poynting with the fore-linger of the other hand vp to 
neauen. She figur'd Diuisu Providence, for fo at her 
. feete was written. 

Prouida Mens Cxli. 

Somewhat beneath which, was to bee feene an Ira- 
periall Crowne, two Scepters being fattened (croffe- 
wife) vnto it, and deliueriug this fpeach, 



-Sceptre 



■c concrcdidit v 



At the elbowes of this vpper Square, ftood vpon 
the foure corners of a great Pedeflail, foure Pyramides, 
hollow, and fo neately contriu'de, that in the night 
time (for anger that the Sunne would no longer looke 
vpon thefe earthly beauties) they gaue light to them- 
feiues, and the whole place about them : the windowes, 
from whence thefe artificial] beames were throwne, 
being cut out in fuch a fafhion, that (as Ouid, de- 
fcribing the Palace of the Sunne, fayes) 

Clara micante Auro, Ftammafq ; imilante Pyropo, 

So did they fhine afarre off, like Cryfolites, and 
fparkled like Carbuncles : Betweene thofe two Pyra- 
mides that were lifted vp on the right hand, flood 
Fortitude; her Piller refting it felfe vpon this golden 
line, 



Perfero cur arum pondus, Difc 

Betweene the two Pyramides on the other fide, 
luflice challenged her place, being knowne both by 
her habit and by her voyce, that fpake thus, 

Au/pice me Dexira folium Regale perennat. 
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Wee haue held his Mn.iefl.ie too long from entrinj 
this third Gate of his Court Roy at I \ It is now hi( 
time, that thofe eyes, which on the other fide ake with 
rolling vp and downe forhisgladfome prefence, fhould 
inioy that happineffe. Beholde, hee is in an inllance 
paned thorough ; The Obiecfa that there offer thcm- 
felues before him, being thefe : 

Our Bewick Statue of Triumph, weares on her backe, 
as much riches, as me caried vpon her brell, being 
altogether as glorious in Celuvmes, (landing on Tip- 
toe, on as loftie and as proude Pyramides; her walkes 
encompa'il with as flrong and as neate PUcijhrs : the 
colours of her garments are as bright, her adorne- 
ments as many : For, 

In the fquare Field, next and lowefl, ouer one of the 
Portals, were the Dutch Countrey people, toyling at 
their Husbandrie ; women carding of their Hemp, 
the men beating it, fuch excellent Art being expreft in 
their faces, their floopings, bendings, fweatings, &c. 
that nothing is wanting in them but life (which no 
colours can giue) to make them bee thought more than 
the works of Paynters. 

Lift vp your eyes a little aboue them, and beholde 
their Exchange \ the countenaunces of the Marchants 
there being fo liuely, that bargaines feeme to come 
from their lippes. 
But in Head of other fpeach, this is onely to bee had, 

PIO INVICTO, 
R. IACOBO, 

QVOD FEL. EIVS AVSPICIIS VNIVERSVM 
BRIT. IMPERIVM PACAT, MARE TVTVM 
PORTVS APERIT. 



Ouer the other Portail, in a fquare (proportion'd, to 
the bignes of thofe other) men, women, & childrf! (in 
Dutch habits) are buie at other workes : the men 
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Weauing, the women Spinning, the children at their 
Hand-loo me 5, &c. Aboue whofe heads, you may with 
little labour, walke into the Mart, where as well as the 
Froe, as the Burger, are buying and felling, the praife 
of wbofe induftrie (being worthy of it) (lands publifht 
in gold, thus, 

QVOD MVTVIS COMMERCIIS, ET ARTIFI- 

CVM NAVTARVMQVE SOLERTIA CRES- 
CAT, DESIDIAEXVLAT, MVTVAQVE AMI- 
CITIA CONSERVETVR. 

Iuil in the midfl of thefefoure Squares, and directly 
ouer the Gate, in a large Table, whofe feete are faftaed 
to the Freeze, is their fiihing & fhipping liuely and 
fweetely fet downe : The Skipper (euen though he be 
had tugging at his Net) loudly Tinging this : 

Quod Celeb : hoc Emporium pmJaiti iiiditjlria fuos, 
Quouis Terrarum Negotiatores emittat, exteros 
Humaniter admittat,forisfamam, domi diiti/ias augeat. 

t vs now clime vp to the vpper battlementes ; 
2, at the right hand Time ftandes : at the left (in a 
direcl line) his daughter Truetk ; vnder her foote is 
written, Sincera. 

And vnder his, 

Durant 
Sincera Durant. 
In the midfl of thefe two, three other perfons are 
incited togeather, Art, Sedulitie, and Labour: be- 
neath whom, in a Freeze rouing along the whole 
;adth of that Square, you may find thefe wordes in 
[old. 

Artes, Perfmt, Sedulitate, Labor. 

As on the forefide, fo on this, and equall in heigth 
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to that of Divine Prouidemx, is the figure of a Worn 
aduannced : beneath whom, is an imperiaJl Crc 
with branches of Oliue, fixed (cro lie- wife) vnto it, a 
giues you this word. 

Sine Cade at Sanguine. 

And thus haue we beftowcd vpon you, all the dea 
Cullours of this Picture, (wherein notwithftandi 
was left fo much life) as can come from Art. 
Tweaking inilrument, was a Boy, attyred all in whi 
Silke, a wreath of Lawrell about his temples 
his voyce came this found. 



Sermo ad Regem. 



QVw tot Sceptra tenesforti, Rex maximc, dcxtra, 
Proutda Mens fwnmi Numinis ilia dedit. 
A/pice ridentem per gaudia Plebis Olympum, 

Reddentem et plaufus adfua verba fuos, 
Tantus honos pauds, primi pojl fecula mundi 

Obtigit, etpaueis tantum vnus incubuit, 
Nam Regere imptrijs populum fielieibus vnum, 

Arduares, magnis res tamen apta viris. 
At fion vnanimes nutu compefcere gentes, 

Non homines penfum,fed labor ilk Dei, 
Ille idea ingentes qui temperet orbis habetias, 

Adiungit longas adtuafreena manus. 
Et menti de mentefua pralucet, et Artem 

Re^nandi, regnurn qui dedit ilia, docet. 
Cre/centes varijs Cumulat virtutibus annas, 

Quas inter pietas, culmina fumma tenet. 
Hacproauos reildis patria, qui barbara Gentis 

Flexere induclo Numine, eordafera. 
Hoc animos traelas rigidos, fubigifq ; rebtUes, 

Et leue perftioiles quod Irakis tpfe iugum, 
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lllifida comes terram indignata prof anion, 

Ant nunc te tanto Rege reuerfa Themis. 
Afsidat et robujla foror, ingentibus aufis 

Pro populo carutn tradere prompta caput. 
Quin ct Aegis amor, mufa et diletlus Apollo, 

Regali gaudettt fubdere pleclra manu. 
Aurea et vbcrtas folerli riata labore, 

Exhibet aggestas Jiuris tt vrbis opes. 
Sunt luec dona Poli, certa qua proitita fama 

Miratum vt veniai. vtnitvterq \ polus. 
Venimus et Belga, patrijs Gens exul ab oris 

Quos fault tenero mater Eliza finu. 
Matri facratum, Patri duplicamus amorem, 

Pofcimus et fnnili poffefauore frui. 
Sic Deum Panthaeci libi proferat alitis teuum, 

Sceptra per Innumeros qui tibi tradii Auos. 
Sic Pegina tuapars altera, et altera proles, 

Spes populi longmn det, captatq ; decus. 

Whilfl the tongnes of the Strangers were imployed 
in extolling the gracious AfpecT; of the King, and his 
Princely behauiour towardes them, his Maieflie (by 
the qm'cknes of Time, and the eameftnefie of expec- 
tation, whofe eyes ran a thoufand wayes to finde him) 
had won more ground, and was gotten fo far as to 5. 
Mildrch Church in the Poulterie; clofe to the fide ot 
which, a Scaffold was erected ; where (at the Citties 
coft) to delight the Queene with her owne country 
Muficke, nine Trumpets, and a Kettle Drum, did very 
fprightly & ac"liuely found the Danijh march : Whofe 
cunning and quicke flops, by that time they had 
toucht the lall Ladyes eare in the traine, behold, the 
King was aduaunced vp fo hie as to Cheapefide : into 
which place {if tone himfelfe had entered, and feene 
fo many gallant Gentlemen, fo many Ladyes, and 
beautifull creatures, in whofe eyes glaunees (mixt with 
m od eft look es) feemed to daunce courtly Meafures in 
their motion) he could not haue chofen, to haue giuen 
the Roome any other name, then, The Prefence 
Chamber. 



I 
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The flately entraunce into which, was ; 
" faire Gate in height 18. foote. In " 



i 2. The thicknefle of the paffage vnder it, being 24. 
Two Potiernes (loode wide open on the two fides, 
either of them being 4. foote wide, and 8. foote high. 
The two Portals that ietted out before thefe Pofternes, 
had their fides open foure feuerall wayes, and ferued 
as Pedeflalles {of Ruflicke) tofuppott two Pyramides, 
which ftoode vpon foure great Balles, and foure great 
Lions : the Pedeflalles, Balles, and Pyramides, de- 
uowring in their full vpright heigth, from the ground 
line to the top, iuil 60, foote. But burying this Me- 
chanicke Body in faience, let vs now take note in 
what fafhion it flood attyred. Thus then it went ap-J 
pare led. 



The Deuice at 



A T\ /T^ 1 ' 11 .1 large Compartiment, mounted aboue 
y y the forehead of the Gate, oner the Freeze, 
in Capitalles was infcribed this Title : 

NOVA F&L1X ARABIA. 

Vnder that fhape of Arabia, this Hand being fi- 
gured : which two names of New, and Happie, the 
Countrey could by no merit in it felfe, challenge to 
be her due, but onely by meanes of that fecret influ- 
ence accompanying his Maieflie wherefoeuer hee goes, 
and working luch effecTes. 

The mod worthy perfonage aduaunced in this place, 
was Arabia Britannka, a Woman, attyred all in White, 
a rich Mantle of Greene caft about her, an imperiall 
Crowne on her head, and a Scepter in one hand, a 
Mound in the other : vpon which flie fadly leaned : a 
rich Veyle (vnder ihe Crowne) fhadowing her eyes, by 
reafon that her countenaunce (which till his Maiefties 
approach, could by no worldly obiecT. be drawne to 
looke vp) was penfmely deiecTed: her ornamentes 
were markes of Chafletk and Youth : the Crowne, 
Mound, and Scepter, badges of Soueraigntie. 

Directly vnder her in a Cant by her felfe, Fame 
flood vpright : A Woman in a Watchet Roabe, thickly 
fet with open Eyes, and Tongues, a payre of large 
golden Winges at her backe, a Trumpet in her hand, a 
Mantle of fundry cullours trauerfing her body : 
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thefe Enfignes defplaying but the prapertie of her 
fwiftneffe, and aptnelTe to difperfe Rumors. 

In a Defcent beneath her, being a fpatious Con- 
caue roome, were exalted fine Mounts, fwelling vp with 
different afcenfiona; vpon which fate the flue Senas, 
drooping : 172. 

i Auditus, Hearing, 

a Vifus, Sight. 

3 Ta&ut, Feeling. 

4 Olfaftus. Smelling. 

5 Gujtus. Tafle. 

Appareled in Roabes of diflinfl cullours, proper to 
their natures ; and holding Scutchions in their handes : 
vpon which were drawne Herogliphical! bodyes, to 
exprefle their qualities. 

Some prettie diftaunce from them {and as it were 
in the midfl before them) an artificiall Lauer or Fount 
was erected, called the Fount of Aratc ( Fertue.) Sun- 
dry Pipes (like veines) branching from the body of it : 
the water receiuing libertie but from one place, and 
that very (lowly. 

At the foote of this Fount, two perfonages (in 
greater fhapes then the refl) lay deeping : vpon their 
breftes ftucke their names, Detrailio f Obliuio : The 
one holdes an open Cuppe; about whofe brim, a 
wreath of curled Snakes were winding, intimating that 
whatfoeuer his lippes toucht, was poyfoned : the other 
helde a blacke Cuppe couerd, in token of an enuious 
de fire to drowne the worth and memorie of Noble 
perfons. 

Vpon an Afcent, on the right hand of thefe, flood 
the three Charlies or Graces, hand in hand, attyred 
like three Sifters. 



Aglaia. 
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Brightnefle, or Maieilie. 
Figuring J. Youth fulnes, or florilhing. 
Chearfulnes, or gladnes. 



Eupkrofint 

They were all three Virgins : their countenaunces 
laboring to (mother an innated fweetnes and cheare- 
fulnes, that appareled their cheekes ; yet hardly to be 
hid : their Garmentes were long Roabes of fundry 
coloures, hanging loofe : the one had a Chaplet of 
fundry Flowers on her head, cluilard heere and there 
with the Fruites of the earth. The feconde, a Gar- 
land of eares of Come. The third, a wreath of Yine- 
branchesj mixt with Grapes and Oliues. 

Their haire hung downe ouer their (boulders loofe, 
and of a bright cullour, for that Epithite is properly 
bellowed vpon them, by Homer in his Himne to 
Apollo. 

PVLCRRICOM& CHARITES. 

The Bright Hayrde Gram. 

They helde in their handes penfild Shieldes : vpon 
the fir ft, was drawne a Rofe : on the fecond, 3. Dyce : 
on the third, a branch of Mirtle. 

( Pleafantneffe. 
Figuring < Accord 

I Florijhing. 

In a direct line againil them, floode the three 
floivres, to whom in this place we giue the names of 
Loiie, lujliee, and Peace : they were attyred in loofe 
Roabes of light cullours, paynted with Flowers : for 
fo Quid apparrets them. 
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Conueniunt piclis intinfia veflibus Horn. 

Wtnges at their feete, exprefsing their fiviftnefle, 
becaufe they are Lackies to the Sunne : lungere equos 
Tytan velocikis imperat Horis. Ouitt. 

Each "of them helde two Goblets; the one full of 
Flowers (as Enfigne of the Spring,) the other full of 
rypened Figges, the Cognifance of Summer. 

Vpon the approchofhis Maie flic (fad and folemne 
Muficke hauing beaten the Ayre all the time of his 
abfence, and now ceafing,) Fame fpeakes. 



Tume into Ice mine eye-balls, whilft the found 

Flying through this brazen trump, may back rebound 

To flop Fames hundred tongues, leauing them mute, 

As in an vntoucht Bell, or ftringleffe Lute, 

For Verities Fount, which late ran deepe and cleare, 

Drie, and melts all her body to a teare. 

You Grates ! and you houres that each day mnne 

On the quicke errands of the golden Sunne, 

O fay t to Vertues Fount what has befell, 

That thus her veines lhiinke vp. 



Wee cannot tell. 



Charlies Horai. 



Euphrofme. 



Behold the fiue-folde guard of Settee which keepes 
The facred flreame, fit drooping : neere them (leepe 
Two horred Monflers : Fame ! fummon each Settee, 
To tell the caufe of this ilrange accidence. 

Heereupon Fame founding her Trumpet; Arabia 
Britannka, lookes cheerefully vp, the fences are flart- 
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i • Detraction and Obliuion throw off their iron 
mber, bufily bellowing all their powers to fill their 
nips at the Fount with their ohlc malitious intention to 
fucke it drie ; But a ftrange and heauenly muficke fud- 
lainly linking through their eares, which caufing a 
irildnes and quicke motion in their lookes, drew them 
d light vpon the glorious prefence of the King, they 
; fuddainiy thereby ^daun ted and funke downe ; 
"he Fount in the fame moment of Tyme, flowing frefh 
and aboundantly through feuerall pipes, with Milke, 
Wine, and fSalme, whilft a perfon {figuring Circum- 
fpetlwn) that had watcht day and night, to giue note 
to the world of this bleffed Tyme, which hee forefawe 
would happen, fleps forth on a mounted Stage ex- 
tended 30. foote in length from the maine building, to 
deliuer to his Maieflie the interpretation of this dumbe 
My fieri e. 

This Prefenter was a Boy, one of the Chorifters, 
>elonging to Paules. 

His Speech. 

t Monarch of the Weft, whofe glorious Stem, 

1 now fupport a triple Diadem, 
Weying more tha that of thy grand Grandfire Brute, 
Thou that maift make a King thy fubflitute, 
And doefl befides the Red-rofe and the white, 
With the rich flower of France thy garland dight, 
Wearing aboue Kings now, or thofc of olde, 
A double Crowne of Lawrell and of gold, 
O lei my voyce paffe through thy royall eare, 
And whifper thus much, that we figure here, 
A new Arabia, in whofe fpiced neft 
A Plixnix liu'd and died in the Sunnesbreft, 
Her loffe, made fight, in teares to drowne her eyes, 
The Eare grew'deafe, Taflelike a fick-man lyes, 
Finding no rellifh : euery other Sence, 
Forgat his office, worth and excellence, 
Whereby this Fount of Vertue gan to freeze, 
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Threatned to be drunke by two enemies, 

Snakie Detraction, and Obliuion, 

But at thy glorious pretence, both are gone, 

Thou being that facred Plmnix, that doeft rife. 

From th'afhes of the tirft ; Beames from thine eyes 

So vertually fhining, that they bring, 

To England; new Arabia, a new Spring : 

For ioy whereof, Nimphes, Sences, Houres, & Fame, 

Eccho loud Hymnes to his imperiall name. 

At the fhutting vp of this Speech, his Maieflie (be- 
ing readie to goe on,) did moil graciouflie feede the 
eyes of beholders with his pretence, till a Song was 
fpent : which to a loude and excellent Muficke (com- 
pofed of Violins & an other rare Artifidall Inflrumet, 
wherein befides fundrie feuerall founds effus'd (all at 
one time) were alfo (enfibly diflinguifht the chirpings 
of birds, was by two Boyes (Chorifters of Paules) de- 
liuered in fweete and rauilhing voyces. 

Cant. 

Troynoimnt is now no more a Citie r 
great pittie ! ls't not pittie 1 
And yet her Towers on tiptoe ftand, o*X 
Like Pageants built on Fairie land, ■' 
And her Marble armes, 
Like to Magicke charmes, 
binde thoufands fafl vnto her, 
That for her wealth & beauty daily wooe her, 

yet for all this, is't not pittie t 
Troynouant is now no more a Cittie. 



The Eagle, of all birds that Sie, 
The Soueraigue, for his piercing eie 
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If you wifely martce, 
Tis befides a Parke, 
Where runnes (being newly borne) 
With the fierce Lyon, the faire Vnicome, 

or elfe it is a wedding Hall, 
Where foure great Kingdomes holde a Feftiuall. 



Troynouant is now a Bridall Chamber, 
whofe roofe is gold, floore is of Amber, 

By vertue of that holy light, 

That burnes in Hymens hand, more bright, 
Than the filuer Moone, 
or the Torch atNoone, 
Harke what the Ecchoes fay I 

Brtitaine till now nere kept a Holiday : 
for loue dwels heere : And tis no pittie, 

If Troynouant be now no more a Cittie. 

Nor let the feme of any wrefling comment vpon 
thefe words, 



Troynouant is now no more a Citie. 



Enforce the Authors inuention away fro his owne 
cleare flraight and harmelefle meaning : all the fcope 
of this fiiflion ftretching onely to this point, that Lon- 
(to doo honour to this day, wherein fprings vp all 
her happines) beeing rauifhed with vnutterable ioyes, 
makes no account (for the prefer t) of her ancient title, 
to be called a Citie, (becaufe that during thefe try- 
umphes, fhee puts off her fomiall habite of Trade and 
Commerce, treading euen Thrift it felfe vnder foote, 
iw becomes a Reueller and a Courtier. So that, 
in the end of the firfl Stanza tis faid, 

Yet for all this, is't not pittie 
Troynouant is now no more a Cittie. 
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By a figure called Castigatio or the mender, hee 
followes prefently are proofe ; wherein tytles of Somraer 
Arbor; The Eagles neil. a wedding Hall, Arc. are 
throwne vpon her, the leaft of them being at this time 
by vertue of Poetical! Heraldrie, but efpeciallie in re- 
gard of the State that now vpholds her, thought to be 
names of more honour, than that of her owne. And 
this fhort Apologie, doth our verfe make for it felfe, 
in regard that fome, (to whofe fetled iudgement and 
authorise the cenfure of thefe Deuifes was referred,) 
brought though not bitterly the life of thole lines into 
queflion : But appealing with M achates to Philip, now 
thefe reafons haue awakend him : let vs folio we King 
lames, who hauing palTed vnder this our third gate, is 
by this time, grac.iou.ily receauing a gratalatorie Ora- 
tion from the mouth of Sir Hairy Mouniague, Recorder 
of the Citie, a fquare lowe gullorie, fet round about 
with pilaflers, beeing for that purpofe erected fome 4. 
foote from the ground, and ioyned to the front of the 
Crofie in Ckeape; where like wife (lood all the Alder- 
men, the Chamberlaine, Towne-clarke, and Counfell 
of the Citie. 



The Recorders Speech. 

High Imperial] MaieRie, it is not yet ayeerein dayes 
fince with acclamation of the People, Citizens, and 
Nobles, aufpitiouflie heere at this Crofie was proclaimed 
your true fuccefiion to the Crowne. If then it was 
ioyous with Hats, hands, and hearts, lift vp to heauen 
to crie King lames, what is it now to fee King lames 1 
Come therefore O worthiefl of Kings as a glorious 
Bridegroome through your Royall Chamber : But to 
come neerer, Adest yuan querimus. Twentie and more 
are the Soueraignes wee haue ferued fince our con- 
queft, but Conquerour of hearts it is you and your 
Poderitie, that we haue vowed to loue and with to 
ferue whilft London is a Citie. In pledge whereof my 
Lord Maior, the Aldermen, and Commons of this 
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Citie, wifliing a golden Reigne vnto you, prefent your 
Greatnes with a little cup of gold. 

At the end of the Oration three Cups of gold were 
giuen fin the name of the Lord Maior, and the whole 
Body of the Citie,) to his Maieflie, the young Prince, 
and the Queene. 

All which but aboue all (being gifts of greater value) 
the loyall hearts of the Citizens, beeing louingly re- 
ceaued ; his Grace was (at leaft it was appointed he 
fhould haue beene) met on his way neere to the 
Croffe, by Syiuanus dreft vp in greene Iuie, a Cornet 
in his hand, being attended on by foure other Syt- 
uans in Iuie iikewife, their bowes and qniuers hang- 
ing on their fhoulders, and winde Inftruments in their 
hands. 

Vpon fight of his Maieflie, they make a Hand, Syl- 
iiniuis breaking forth into this abrupt pallion of ioy. 

Syiuanus. 

Stay Syluans. and let the loudeil voyce of Mnficke 
proclayme it (euen as high as Heauen) that hee is 



Alter Apollo rati/, Nanus En, (am regnat Apollo. 

Which acclamation of his was bome vp into the 
ayre, and there mingled with the breath of their mufi- 
call Inftruments : whofe found beeing vanifhed to 
nothing, Thus goes our Speaker on. 

Syiuanus. 

Moil happie Prince, pardon me, that being meane 
in habite, and wilde in apparance, (for- my richell 
liuorie is but leaues, and my ftateliefl dwelling but in 
the woodes,} thus rudely with piping Syluanes. I pre- 
fume to intercept your royall paffage. Thefe are my 
walkes : yet iland I heere, not to cut off your way, but 
to giue it a full and a bounteous welcome, beeing 
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Meffenger fent from the Lady Eireaeray Miflrefle, to 
deliuer an errand to the belt of all thefe Worthies, 
your royal! felfe. Many Kingdomes hath the Lady 
fought out to abide in, hut from them all, hath fliee 
beene moil churlifhly bamfhcii : not that her beautie 
did deferue fuch vnkindnes, but that (like the eye of 
Heauen) hers were too bright, and there were no 
Eagles breeding in thofeneils, that could truly beholde 
them. 

At lafl heere flie ariued, Dtfliiac fubfcribing to this 
Warrant, that none but this Land fliould lie her In- 
heritance. In contempt of which happines, Enuie 
fhootes his impoifoned Hings at her heart, but his Ad- 
ders (being charmed) turne their daungerous heads 
vpon his owne bofome. Thofe that dwell far off, pine 
away with vexing to fee her profper, becaufe all the ac- 
quaintance which they haue of her, is this, that they 
know there is fuch a goodly Creature as Eireiie, in ( L - 
world, yet her face they know not : whilft all thofe tl 
lieere Ikepe vnder the warmth of her wings, adore her 
by the facred & Ccelefliall name of Peace, for number 
being (as her bleflings are) infinite. 

Her daughter EnporLt (well knowne by the name o 
Plentie, is at this prefent with her, (being iudeec 
neuer from her fide) vnder yonder Arbour they fit, 
which after the daughters name is called, flurlits Eiipo- 
rue (Plenties Bower :) Chad are they both, and both 
maydens in memorie of a Virgine, to whom they 
' were nurfe children : for whofe fake (becaufe they 
' were bound to her for their life,) mee, haue they 
charged to lay at your imperial] feete, (being your 
hereditarie due) the tribute of their loue : And with it 
thus to fay. 

That they haue languiflied many heauie moneths 
for your prefence, which to them would haue beene, 
(& proud they are that it fhall be fo now,) of the fame 
operation and influence, that the ..Sunne'is to the 
fpring, and the fpring to the earth : hearing therefore 
what trebble preferment you haue bellowed vpon this 
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day, wherein beddes the beames of a glorious Sunne, 
two other cleare and gracious ilarres (hine cheere- 
fuilie on thefe her homely buildings : Into which (be- 
caufe no dutie fhould bee wanting) fhee hath ginen 
leaue euen to Strangers, to bee Sharers in ber hapoi- 
nes, by fuffering them to bid you likewife welcome. 
By mee (once hers now your vaffaile,) fhee entreates, 
and wfth a knee finking lower than the ground on 
which you tread, doo I humbly execute her pleafure, 
that ere you paffe further, you would deigne to walke 
into yonder Garden ; the Hefptrides liue not there but 
the Mufes, and the Mufes no longer than vnder your 
protection. Thus farre am I fent to conduct you thi- 
ther, proftratcly begging this grace, (lince I dare not, 
as beeing vnwoorlhie, lackey by your royall fide) in 
that yet thefe my greene Followers and my felfe may 
bee ioymli fore-runners of your expected approch, 
away Syluanus. 

And being (in this their returne) come neare to 
the Arbor, they gaue a figne with a fhort rlorifh from 
all their Cojaets, that his Maieftie was at hand : 
whofe princely eye whileft it was delighting it felfe 
with the quaint obiect before it, a fiveete pleafure like- 
wife courted his eare in the fhape of Muficke, fent 
from the voyces of nine Boyes (all of them Querifiers 
of Paules) who in that place preferring the nine Mufes 
fang the dittie following to their Viols and other la- 
ftruments. 

But, leafl leaping too bluntly into the midfl of our 
Garden at firfl, we deface the beautie of it, let vs fend 
you round about it, and furuey the Walles, Allies, and 
quarters of it as they lye in order. 

This being thefafliwn of it. 

The paffages through it were two gates, arched 
and grated Arbor-wife, their heigth being 16. foote, 
their breadth 10. from the roofe, and loon the fides, 
downe to the ground, Cowcumbers, Pompions, Grapes, 
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s growing in the land, hanging arti- 
- j,.",-r* : Betweene the two gates, a payre of 
^ gKHinted with fome ao aflents : at the 
, + tfctm (en two pillers) were fixed two 
^ «*ve<i wut in wood; ihe fides of both the 
v^tf rtrtngihened with foure great French 
k»Jins vpon pedellals, taking vp in their full 

^ sft<* P*' t a "° caried the proportion, of an 

^ fe«g dotdt with their round tops, the midft 

malted aboue the other two, I-'orttmt 

ii. The garnishments for the 

.■wij; Apples, Peares, Cheries, Grapes, 

,,. irni all other both fni its and flowers 

nvi uWirJlt'"*"" 1 ''"''' to the life. The whole frame 

:.|ucting houfe flood (at the ground 

^Perpendicular ftretching it felfe 

Bin (that day) haue called it, The 
mmM t>y rcafon of the chaunge of tunes, that 
knit it ; for in one place were heard 
■ :•. in a fecund, a confort, the third, 
jjjft AM i* *■*"') a f( -' 1 of Viols, to which the Mufes 

pcrfons aduancde in this Bower, 
And Euporia (Plenty) who fate 

Eieraie. 

i li tired, her vpper garment of 
■!■ , a Robe of White vnder it, 
.! girt to her : her haire of a 
hanging at her back, but bl- 
inds, and Iewels ; her browes 
■■ i ivnaih compounded of the 
LVue tree : In one hand (hee 
■ s rod. the god of elo- 
res of come gilded : on 
\ thole being enfignes, and 



■ 
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Euporie. 

Plenty : Her daughter fate of the left hand, in chang- 
able colours, a rich mantle of Gold trauerfing her 
bodie ; her haire large and loofely fpreading ouer her 
flioulders : on her head a crowne of Poppy & Muflard 
feede ; the antique badges of Fcriilitie & Abundance, 
In her right hand a Cornucopia, filde with flowers, 
fruits, &c. 

Chrufos. 

Direiflly vnder thefe, fate Chrufos, a perfon figuring 
Gold, his drefsing, a tinfell Robe of the colour of 
Gold. 

Argurion. 

And clofe by him, Argurion, Siluer, all in white 
tinfell ; both of them crownde, and both their hands 
fupporting a Globe, betweene them, in token that 
they commaunded ouer the world. 



Pomona, the goddeffe of garden fruits ; fate at the 
one fide of Gold and Siluer; attirde in greene, a 
wreath of frutages circling her temples : her armes 
naked : her haire beautiful!, and long. 



Ceres. 

On the other fide fate Ceres, crowned with 
ripened eares of Wheate, in a loofe fl raw-coloured 
roabe. 

In two large defcents (a little belowe them) were 
placde at one end, 
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The nine Mufea. 




mi 



With muficall b> 
flrumentes in their 
hands, to which thi 
fung all the day. 



At the other end. 
Crammer. ■, 



Rketorique. 
Muficke. 
Arithmctkkc. 
Geometry. 



they 



j Arit- 
\ Afin 



I Holding fhieldes in 
\ their hands, exprefsing 
I their feuerail offices. 



:eze, 

bor, 



Vpon the verte vpper edge of a faire large Fre< 
running quite along the full breadth of the Arbor, 
and iufl at their feete were planted rankes of artificial! 
Artichocks and rofes. 

To defcribe what appanell thefe Arts, and Mufes 
wore, were a hard labour, and when it wen; done, all 
were but idle. Few Taylors know how to cut Otrt 
their garments: they haue no Warorob at all, not a 
Mercer, nor Merchant, though they can all write and 
readverie excellently well, will funer them to bee great 
in their bookes. But {as in other countries) Co in this 
of ours, they goe attirde in fuch thin clothes, that the 
winde euerie minute is readie to blowe through them : 
happy was it for them, that they tooke vp their 
lodging in a fummer arbour, and that they had fo 
much muficke to comfort them, their ioies (of which 
they do not euerie daie tad,) being notwithilanding 
now infinitelie multiplied, in this, that where before 
they might haue cryed out till they grew horfe, & non 
would heare them, now they fing. 



through the City of London. 3 1 1 

Aderitqne vocatus Apollo. 
Chants in full voices anfwering it thus. 
Ergo alacris Syltias, &r cm/era nira voluptas 
Ptiuatjue pajlurefquc It rid, Driadafqut -puellas, 
Nee Lupus infuiias ptcori, nee retia Ceruis 
Vila datum mtditantur, amat bonus olia Daphnis ■ 
Ipfi hetitia voces ad fidera iaetaiil 
Intonfi monies : ipfa lain carmhia Rapes, 
JpJnfoiMiU Arhifla, Dots, Dens tile I 

Syluanus (as yon may perceiue by his office before) 
was but fent of an errand ; there was another of a 
higher calling, a Trauailer, and one that had gon 
ouer much grownd, appointed to fpeake to his 
Maieily, his name Vertumnus, the maifter Gardner, 
and husband to Pomona : To tell you what cloathes 
hee had on his backe were to doo him wrong, for hee 
had (to fay truth) but one fuite ; homelie it was, yet 
meete and fit for a Gardener ; In fteade of a hat, his 
browes were bound about with flowers, out of whofe 
thicke heapes, here and there peeped a queene apple, 
a cherie, or a peare, this boon-grace hee made of 
purpofe to keepe his face from heatc, (becaufe he 
defired to looke louelie) yet the funne found him out, 
and by calling a continual! eye at him, whilil the old 
man was dreffing his arbours, his cheekes grewtawnie, 
which colour for the better grace, he himfelfe inter- 
preted blulhing. A white head he had, & funne- 
burnt hands: in the one he held a weeding hooke, 
in the other a grafting knife : and this was the tenor 
of his fpeech. That he was bound to giue thanks to 
heautn, In that the arbour and trees which growing in 
that fruitfull Cynthian garden, began to droop and 
hang downe their greene heades, and to vncurle their 
crifped forlocks, as fearing and in fome fort, feeling 
the llurpeneffe of Autumnian malice, are now on the 
fudden by the deuine influence apparelled with a 
freili and more liuely verdure than euer they were 
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before. The nine Mtifes that could expect no better 
entertainement than fad banimment, hauing now 
louely and amiable faces ; Arts that were threat ned 
to be trod vnder foot by Barbarifme, now (eueti at 
fight of his Maieftie who is the Delian Patron both of 
the Mufes & Arts) being likewife aduanced to mod 
high preferment whilft the very mrall & Syluane 
troopes dancd for by : the Lady therfore of the place 
Eirme, (his miflris) in name of the Pnetor, Confute & 
Senators of the City, who carefully pruine this garden, 
(weeding out al hurtful & idle branches that hinder 
the growth of the good,) and who are indeede, 
Ergatai Piflin, faithful) Laborers in this peice of 
ground, Shee doth in al their names, {& he in behidle 
of his Lady) offer them felues, this Arbor, the bowers 
& wallces, yea her children gold & filuer, with the 
louing & loyal! harts of all tliofe the Sons of peace, 
Handing about him, to be difpofde after his royal 
pleafure. And fo wifhing his happie Aniual, at a 
more glorious bower, to which he is now going, yet 
welcoming him to this, & -praying his Maiefty not to 
forget this poore Arbor of his Lady, Muficke is 
commanded to cary all their praiers for his happie 
reigne, with the loud Amen of all his Subiecls as h' 
as heauen. 

Cant. 

Shine Titan mine. 
Let thy fharpe raies be hurld 
Not on this vnder world, 
For now tis none of thine. 

Thefe firil 4. lines were fung by one alone, 
fingle lines following, by a Chorus in full voices. 
Char. No, no tis none of thine. 



But in that fpheare, 
Where what thine armes infolde, 
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Turnes all to burnifht gold, 

Spend thy guilt arrowes there, 

Chor. Doe, doe, flioote onelie there. 



3 

Earth needes thee not : 
Her childbed daies are done, 
And Shee another Sunne, 
Faire as thy felfe has got. 
Chor. A new new Sunne is got. 



O this is hee ! 
Whofe new beames make our Spring, 
Men glad and birdes to Sing, 
Hymnes of praife, ioy, and glee. 
Sing, Sing, O this is hee ! 

5 

That in the North 
Firft rizing : fhonne (fo far) 
Bright as the morning Starre, 
At his gaie comming forth. 
Chor. See, fee, he now comes forth. 

6 

How foone ioies varie ? 
Here flaide hee flill ! O then 
Happie both place and men, 
But here hee lift not tarrie. 
Chor. O griefe ! hee lift not tarrie. 

7 

No, no, his beames, 
Muft equall deuide, 
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'['heir heate to Orbes befide, 

Like nourilliing filuer flrearaes. 
Chor. Ioies ilitio awaielike llreames. 



Yet in this lies 
-Swecte hope : how far foeuer, 
Hec bides, no cloudes can feuer, 
His glorie from our eyes. 
Chor. Drie, drie, your weeping eies. 



And make heauen ring. 
His welcomes fhowted toudelie, 
For Heauen it felfe lookes proudly, 
That earth has fuch a King. 
Chor. Earth has not fuch a King. 



His Maiedie dwelt here a reafonable long time, 
giuing both good allowance to the fong & Muficlc, 
and liberally bellowing his eye on the workemanfhip 
of the place : from whence at the length departing, 
hie next entnnce was, as it were, into the ciofet or 
rather the priuy chamber to this our Court royall : 
through the windowes of which he might behold the 
Cathedral! Temple of Saint Paule : vpon whofe lower 
batlements an Antheme was fung, by the Quirillers 
of the Church to the muficke of loud inflruments : 
which being finifht, a latine Oration was Vina voce 
deliuered to his grace, by one of maifter Mulca" 
Sehollen, at the dore of the free-fchole fowirtfe 
the Mercers. 
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Oratio habita, & ad Regem, & coram 
Rege prse fchola Paulina. 

(■••) 

BReuis ero, ne ingrains fun, Rex fereniffitne, licet, 
&* plans, &-plene putem Regem tarn prudentem, 
in tarn ptvfiifti fuorum kptitia, ita fe hodie patien- 
tia contra taedium armauifse, ne villus tcedtjipf urn pof set 
tmdere. A Edijkium hoc magmi fiimptu fuo txlruclum 
Dominus Johannes Collcttus Ecclcfiae Paulina. Becanus, 
fub Henrico feptimo, maicstatis tute prudeiitiffimo abauo, 
erudieudae pueritice confccrauit, vt huius /choice infantia 
tuo in Regnum Anglkanum litre coetanea exiflat. Tanta 
magnlficentia condltum pariqut matptificaitia dotatum 
fidellfslmce Mercerorum huius urhis primaria femper, 
hodie etiam Frtetoriat focittati tiiendum testamento 
moriens commendauit. Qua: focielas, 6" demortul 
fundatoris /pel, &* noftrm edticatlonls fludio fidem 
fuam fanfliffime ixoluit. Hie nos cum mitltis 
alljs erudtmur, qui communi nomine Milts pueritice 
Anglleatue, a Domino Ke^e, licet fponte fua ad omnia 
optima fatis incitato, hiunillimi tamen contendimus, vt 
quemadmodum fua cetatis rationc, In omnl re aciidtio- 
ribus projpicit, ita in.fummae fpei Principls Henrtcl 
gratiam tenerlortbus, parlque cum ipfo estate pueris, 
in fcholarum citra velit etiam confulere. Vlrgce enim 
obfequium, fceptri obedlentla 6- parti, 6" preett inqult 
preceptor tneus. Quique metu didicit iuuenis parere 
puerque, qrandlbus imperils officicfus erit. Habent 
/choice Anglieanae multa, in qui bus Regiam maiejiatis 
correctionem effiagitant, ne inde in Academlas implwncs 
motent wide in Rempublicam implumiores etiam e prima 
nudltate emlttnntur. Quod malum it Preceptore noflro 
acceptmus : qui tames torn quatuor fupra quinquaginta 
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publiee, priuatimque emdiendie pueritiae praefuit, &hac 
Jcholarum errata, cum aliquo ettam dolorefuo, &*paj}im, 
&>fparjim deprehendit. Nostra hoc fckoia fundatorem 
Collettum hominemtam pitim ; tutores A/ercrros homines 
tarn jidos confequuta, quam effet ftelix ; ft placeret, Do- 
mino etiam Rfgi, quod Regibus Angliae, ad fummam 
apud fnos charitatem faeplfsimh profuit, huie Afer- 
cerorum principi Jotittati, fratrem fe, &* conciuem 
adferibcre, Quantum huie vrbi ornamtntum, quan- 
tum forietati honcjlamentum. Quantum fcholae nojlra\ 
emolumentum ? Quanta setiam Regi ipfi houos ir/de 
aeeederet, mauult, qui hoc vutt alias inter alia per 
otium Regi fuo apperire, quam hodie cum tisdio &* 
prater areani eidem explicare. Omnipotens Deus lefus 
Christus &• cum eo, ac per aim tippler, et Pater, et Deus 
ferenifsimum Regem lacobum, konoratijjtmam Reghtam 
Amtam, nobilifsimiim Principcm Hcnricum, relin- 
quamqiie Regite Jlirpis ad omnia fummam natam 
fobolem diu nobis ita iucolumes tiuatur, vt cum hums 
vita fecundifsimum curriculum confeceritis, bcatifsin 
vitce ealestis isternitatem coufequamini. Dixi. 



through the City of London. 3 1 7 



Our next Arch of triumph, was ere£led aboue the 
Conduit in Fleetftreete, into which (as into the long 
and beauteous gallery of the Citie) his Maieftie being 
entered ; a farre off (as if it had beene fome fwelling 
Promeutory, or rather fome inchanted Caftle guarded 
by tenne thoufam] harmeleffe fpirits) did his eye en- 
counter another Towre of Pleafure. 

Prtjmting it /fife. 

Fourefcore and ten foote in height, and fiftie in 
breadth ; the gate twentie foote in the perpendicular 
line, and fourteene in the ground line: The two 
Pofternes were anfwerable to Chefe that ate fet downe 
before : ouer the pofternea riz vp in proportionable 
meafures, two turrets, with battlementes on the tops : 
The middeft of the building was laid open to the 
world, and great reafon it fhould be fo, for the Globe 
of the world, was there feene to mooue, being fild 
with all the degrees, and dates that are in the land : 
and thefe were the mechanicall and dead limmes of 
this earned bodie. As touching thole that had the 
vfe of motion in it, and for a neede riurft haue fpoken, 
but that there was no fluffe fit for their mouthes. 

The principall and worthiefl. was Aflriea, {Inflict) 
fitting aloft, as being newly defcended from heauen, 
gloriouily attirde ; all her garments being thickely 
ilrewed with ftarres ; a crowne of ftarres on her head : 
a Siluer veile couermg her eyes. Hauing tolde you 
that her name was luflice; I hope you will not put 
mee to defcribe what properties Ihe held in her hands, 
fithence euery painted cloath can in forme you. 

Direclly vnder her, in a Cant by her felfe, was 
Arate (vertue) inthronde, her garments white, her 
head crowned, and vnder her Fortnna : her foote 



I 
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treading on the Globe, that moude beneath her : Inti- \' 
mating, that his Maiefties fortune, was aboue the ^ 
world, but his vertues aboue his fortune. 

Inuidia. 

Eimy, vnhanrlfomely attirde all in blacke, her haire 
of the fame colour, filletted about with fnakes, (lood 
in a darke and obfcure place by her felfe, neere vnto 
Virtue, but making fhew of a fearefulnelTe to approach 
her and the light : yet dill & anon, calling her eyes, 
fome times to the one fide beneath, where on feuerall 
Greeccs fate the foure cardinall vertues : 



lustitia. 

Fortitude. I In habiliments, fit- 

Temperantia. f ting to dieir natures. 

Frudmtia. 



\ In hab 

f ting to dn 

a diftt 
polite f< 
ere adu 

( England. \ 

) Scotland, t 

*"} France. f 

{ Ireland. ) 



And fometimes throwing a diilorted and repininj 
countenance to the other oppofite feate, on which, " " 
Maiefties foure kfngdomes were aduanced. 



ling 



All of them, in rich Robes and Mantles; crownea 
On their heads, and Scepters with penfild fcutchions 
in their hands, lined with the coats of the particuler 
kingdoraea : for very madneffe, that (he beheld thefe 
glorious obieifts, ilie flood feeding on the heads of 

Aililns 

The foure Elements in proper fhapes, (artificially 

n h l :i|iii\ expressing their qualities) vpon the approch 

,,i S,:, Maifflie, went round in a proportionable and 

■ . |e, touching that cantle of the Globe, (which 

:i) 10 the full view of his Mai eflie, which being 
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done, they bellowed themfelues in fuch comely order, 
and flood fo, as if the Eronie had beene held vp on 
the tops of their fingers. 

Vpon diilinct Afcenfions, (neatly raifite within the 
hollow wombe of the Globe) were placed all the 
ftates of the land, from the Nobleman to the Plough- 
man, among whom there was not one word to bee 
heard, for you mull imagine as Virgil faith : 

jEgl. 4. Magnus lib Integra fvcforum tiafdiur ordo. 

lam redit at * virgo redeunt Sainmia regno. A(lr«a. 

That it was now the golden world, in which there! 
were few parts. 

All the tongues that went in this place, was the 
tongue of Zeals, whofe perfonage was put on by IV. 
Bourne, one of the feruants to the young Prince. 



And thus went his fpcach. 

THe populous Globe of this our Englilh He, 
Seemde to mooue backward, at the funerall pile, 
Of her dead female Maieflie. All ftates 
From Nobles dowiie to Tjiirits of meaner Fates, 
Mooude oppolite to Nature and to Peace, 
As if thefe men had bin Th" Antipodes, 
But fee, the vertue of a Regall eye, 
Th' attraQiue wonder of mans Maieflie, 
Our Globe is drawne in a right line agen, 
And now appeare new faces, and new men. 
The Elements, Earth, Water, Ayre, and Fire, 
(Which euer clipt a naturall defire. 
To combat each with other, being at firfl,) 
Created enemies to fight their worll, 
See at the pcaccfull prefence of their King, 
How quietly they moude, without their fling : 
Earth not deuouring, Fire not defacing, 
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Witter not drowning, & the Ayre Dot chafing : 
But proping the queint Fabrick that heere Rand 
Without the violence of their wrathfull hands. 

Mirror of times, lo where thy Fortune fits, 
Aboue the world, and all our humaine wits, 
Bui thy hye Vertue aboue that: what pen, 
Or Art, or braine can reach thy vertue then % 
At whofe immortall brightnes and true light, 
Enuics infectious eyes haue loft their fight, 
Her makes (not daring to fhoot-forth their flings 
Gainft fuch a glorious obiecl) downe fhe flings 
Their forkes of Venome into her owne mawe, 
Whilfl her ranke teeth the glittering poifons chawi 
For tis die property of Enuics blood, 
To dry away at euery kingdomes good, 
Efpecially when (hee had eyes to view, 
Thefe fouie mame vertues ngurde all in you, 
Justice in caufes, Fortitude gainft foes, 
Tfmprance in fpleene, and Prudence in all thofe, 
And then fo rich an Empyre, whofe fayre brefl, 
Contaynes foure Kingdomes by your entrance blef 
~y Brule diuided, but by you alone, 
All are againe vnited and made One, 
Whofe fniitfull glories fhine fo far and euen, 
They touch not oueiy earth, but they kifTe heauer 
From whence AJlrcea is defcended hither, 
Who with our lafl Queenes Spirit, fled vp thither, 
Fore-knowing on the earth, fhe7:ould not reft, 
Till you had lockt her in your rightfull breft. 
And therefore all Ellates, whofe proper Arts, 
Liue by the breath of Majeftie, had harts 
Burning in holy Zeales immaculate fires, 
With quenchles Ardors, and vnllaind defires, 
To fee what they now fee, your powerful Grace, 
Reflecting joyes on every fubjecls face. 
. J" J Thefe paynted flames and yellow burning Stripes, 
JPi<* ( Vpon this roab, being but as fhowes and types, 
Of that great Zeale, And therefore in the name 
Of this glad Citie, whither no Prince euer came, 
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More lou'd, more long'd for, lowely I intreate, 
You'ld be to her as gracious as y' are great : 
So with reuerberate ihoutes our Globe (hall ring, 
The Muficks clofe being thus : God faue our King. 

If there be any glorie to be won by writing thefe 
lynes, I do freelie bellow it (as his due) on Tho. Mui- 
dklan, in whofe braine they were begotten, though 
they were deliuered heere : Qua. nos twn feamits ipfi, 
vix ta neflra voeo. 

But hauing peiced vp our wings now againe with 
our owne feathers : fuffer vs a while to be pruning 
them, and to lay them fmooth, whilfl this fong, which 
went foorth at the found of Hault-boyes, and other 
lowde inflruments, flyes along with the trayne. 

Cant. 

Where are all thefe Honors owing) 
Why are feu of people flowing 1 

Tell mee, tell me Rumor, 

Though it be thy Humor 

More often to be lying, 
Than from thy breath to haue trueth flying : 

Yet alter, now that fafhion, 

And without the ilreame of pafsion, 

Let thy voyce fwim fmooth and cleare, 
When words want gilding, then they are moft deere. 
Behold where Ioue and all the States, 
Of Heau'n, through Heau'ns feauen filuer gates, 

All in glory riding 

(Backs of Clowds beflriding) 

The milky waie do couer, 
Which flarry Path being meafur'd ouer, 

The Deities conuent, 

In Ioues high Court of Parliament. 

Rumor thou doefl loofe thy aymes, 
This is not Ioue, but One, as great, King IAMES. 

And now take we our flight vp to Temple-bar, (the 



this time, his 
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other ende of this our Gallery) where by tl 
M.ijellie is vpon the poynt of giuing a gratious a 
Princely Fare-well to the Lord Major, and the Citie. 
But that his eye meeting a feauenth beautifull obfwfl, 
is invited by that, to delay awhile his {lament 
departure. 

The Building being fet out thus. 

The Front or Surface of it was proportioned in euery 
refpecl like a Temple, being dedicated to lama, as 
by this infcription ouer the Janus head may appear. 

Jane Qmdri fronti 
Sacrum. 

The height of the whole Aedifice, from the grownd 
line to the top, was 57. foote, the full bredth of it 18. 
foote : the thicknes of the Pafsage 12. 

The perfonages that were in this Temple, are theft 
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r. The principall perfon, Peace. 

2. By her flood. Wealth. 

3. Beneath the feet of Peace, lay Mars (War) groueling. 

4. And vpon her right hand (but with fome little 

defeent) was feated Quiet, the firil hand-maid of 
Peace. 
ij, Shee had lying at her feete, Tumult. 

6. On the other fide was the feconde hand-mayd, 

LibertU at whofe feete lay a Catte. 

7. This perfon trod vpon Seruilude. 

8. The third handmaid was Safety. 

9. Beneath her was Danger, 

to. The fourth attendant was, F&Iicitie : 
ir. At her feete, Vnkappines. 

Within the Temple was an Altar, to which, vpon 
the approch of the King, a Hamin appeares, and to 
him, the former Genius of the Citie. 
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The effeft of whofe fpeech was, that whereas the. 
Flamin came to performe rites there, in honour of one 
Anna a goddeffe of the Romaines, the Genius vowes, ' 
that none (hall doe Sacrifice there, but himfelfe, the 
ofiring that he makes being, the Heart of the Citie, 

And thus haue wee (lowely and aloofe) followed 
our Soueraigne through the feauen Triumphal gates 
of this his Court Royall, which name, as London re- 
ceiued at the ryfmg of the Swim ; fo now at his going 
from her (euen in 3 moment) She loft that honour : 
And being (tike an Atftor on a Stage) flript out of her 
borrowed Majeflie, (he refignes her former (hape & 
title of Citie ; nor is it quite loft, confidering it went 
along with him, to whom it is due : For fuch Vertue 
is begotten in Princes, that their verie prefence hath 
power to tume a Village to a Citie, and to make a 
Citie appeare great as a Kingdome. Behold how 
glorious a Flower, HappineiTe is, but how fading. 
The Minutes (that lackey at the heeles of Time) run 
not fafter away then do our joyes. What tongue 
could haue expreft the raptures on which the foule of 
the Citie was carried beyond it ielfe, for the fpace of 
manie houres 1 What wealth could haue allurde her 
to haue clofde her eies, at the comming of her King, 
and yet See, her Bridegrome is but flept from her, 
and in a Minute {nay in fhorter time, then a thought 
can be borne) is (he made a Widdow. AH her con- 
folation being now, to repeate ouer by roate thofe 
Honors, which lately (he had perfectly by hart : And 
to tell of thofe joyes, which but euen now, lhee reallie 
behekle ; yet thus of her abfent, beloued, do I heare 
her gladly and heartily fpeaking. 

Infreta dnm Fluvii Current : dum montibus Vinbrtz, 
Lujirabvnt Conuexa, Polus dum fidera pafcit, 
' Semper Honos, Nomenquc titum, Laitdefqite mane- 
bunt. 
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The Pageant in the Strond. 



THE Citie of Wejlminjltr and Dutchy of Lan- 
cajler, pereeiuing what preparation their neigh- 
bor citie made to entertain her Soueraigne ; though 
in greatnes they could not match her, yet in greatnes 
of Loue and Duetie, they gaue teflimonie, that both 
were equall. And in token they were fo, hands and 
hearts went together : and in the Strond, erected vp 
a Monument of their affection. 

The Inuention was a Rayne-bowe, the Moone, 
Sunne, and the feauen Starres, called the Pleiades, 
being aduaunced betweene two Pyramided : Ekclra 
(one of thofe feauen hanging in the aire, in figure of 
a Comet) was the fpeaker, her words carrying this 
effea. 

That as his Majeflie had left the Citie of London, 
happy, by deliuering it frii the noyfe of tumult : fo he 
would crown e this place with the like joyes ; which 
being done, fhee reckons vp a number of bjefsings, 
that will follow vpon it. 

The worke of this was thought vpon, begun and 
made perfect in xij. dales. 

As touching thofe flue which the Citie builded, the 
Arbor in Cheap-fide, and the Temple of lanm, at 
Temple-bar, were both of them begun and finifht in 
fixe weekes. The reft were taken in hande, firft in 
March lafl, after his Majeflie was proclaymed, vpon 
which, at that time, they wrought till a Moneth after 
S. lames his day following, and then gaue ouer by 
reafon of the ficknes : At this fecond fetting vpon thfi, 
fix weekes more were fpent. 

The Citie elected fixteene Comitties, to whom the 
Mannaging of the whole bufines was ablolutely re- 
ferred : of which number, foure were Aldermen, the 
other graue Commoners. 
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There were alfo Committies appointed as Ouer- 
feers, and Serueyors of the workes. 

»Artifieum Optrariumque in Jtoc tarn 
celebri apparatu, fumma. 
fumma. 

THe Citie imployed in the Framing, building, and 
fetting vp of their fiue Arches, thefe officers and 
worke-men. 

A Clarke that attended on the Committies. 

Two officers that gaue Summons for their meetings. &c. 

A clarke of the Workes. 

Two mailer-Carpenters. 

Painters. 

Of which number, thofe that gaue the maine direction, 

and vndertooke for the whole bufines, were only thefe 

feauen. 

William Frifelfield. 1 

» George Moffe. 

Iohn Knight 
■ Paul Ifacfon. \ 

Sam u ell Goodrick. 
Richard Wood. 
George Heron. J 
Caruers. 24 

Ouer whom, Stephen Harrifon Joyner was ap- 
poynted chiefe ; who was the fole Inuentor of the 
Architecture, and from whom all directions, for fo 
much as belonged to Caruing, Joyning, Molding, and 
all other worke in thofe fiue Pageants of the Citle 
(Paynting excepted) were fet downe. 
Joyners. 80 

Carpenters. 60 

Turners. 6 

Laborers to them. 6 

Laborers during all the time, and for the day of the 
Triumph. 70 
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Befides thefe, there were other Artificers, As : 
Plommers, Smythes, Molders. 

To the Reader. 

Reader, you mull vnderfland, that a regard, being had 
that his Majeflie mould not be wearied with teadious 
fpeeches : A great part of thofe which are in this 
Booke fet downe, were left vnfpoken : So that thou 
doeft here receiue them as they mould haue been 
deliuered, not as they were. Some errours wander 
up and downe in thefe fheetes, vnder the Printers war- 
rant : which notwithflanding may by thy authoritie be 
brought in, and receiue their .due Correction. 



FiNia 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



F\ge i. 
The Shomakers Holiday. 

On what authority is this play fometimes afcribed to Barten 
Holiday and to others ? That Dekker was the author, even if 
Henflowe's testimony were wanting, is, as will be feen, abun- 
dantly proved by internal evidence. 

The original edition of this comedy, as alfo that of Old For- 
tunatus, is printed in black letter. 

Page 20. 

whet's Cifly Bumtrinket.y^w/' maid ? 
The same term is ufed by Richard Brome in the Beggars' fong, 
in the comedy of The Jovial Crew, Dekker also ufes it in Sa~ 
tirotnqftix (p. 220). 

Page 81. 
The Comedie of Old Fortunaius. 
Hazlitt fays that this play " has the idle garrulity of age, with 
the frefhnefs and gaiety of youth ftill upon its cheek and in its 
heart." The plan is founded on an old German romance, which 
was reprinted and tranflated a great many times during the fif- 
teenth century. Dekker has preferved the original names and 
the main outline of the ftory. 

Page 83. 

Some cal her Pandora, 

From the evils Pandora is said to have brought on mortals, 

and the fenfe in confequence generally attached to her name, 

this feems a fomewhat equivocal compliment; but Dekker 

alludes only to her name, which fignifies all-accompli/hed, and 
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perhaps to the i:-c> n v fj>- * 1 1 ■ 1 : h lj dofcriplion 'if her in ■ 
gony" of Hefiod. Gloriana, Cynthia, Belphcebe, and Aftrea, 
were undoubtedly appellations applied to Elizabeth by the Poets 
of her time, although there is probably no other inilance in which 
(lie is praifed under the name of Pandora. 

Pack S7. 

Patience is a virtue : -would I -mere not virtuous, that: to fay, 
notpoore, but full of vice, fthats to/ay, full of chinches) Ha, /1". 
fa I am, for I am fa full ef chintkts, that a Horfi with ant eye 
may loakt through and through me. 

This is probably an allufioii to a line found in Lyl/s. Gram- 



Effodiuntur opes, irritamenta maloram. 
a» by chinks, in the hrfl: inflance, money is meant, and the holes 
in his drefs in the fecond. 

Page 89. 

My tongue fpeahes no language but an Almond for Parrot, and 
craiki mi this Nut. 

It is fame what difficult to affix any precife meaning to theft: 
phrafes, which, however, occur not (infrequently in the writings 
of the time. There is a fcarce black letter work named '* An 
Almond for a Parrot ;" and a play called " Crack me this Nw," 
was performed at the Rofe Theatre in 1595. This latter is alfo 
one of the titles of a pamphlet of Lyly's. 
Page 93. 
Fortune her fclfe is /aid to view thy fall. 

We should probably read " fad " here inftead alfaid. 

If through Gold; fared h:ui;,r thou doft pint. 
This is the Aurifocra fames of Virgil (fee Aln. III. 57) ; the 
word "facred" being of courfe ufed in the fenfe of accurfed. 

P»GE 95- 

Is tiki a facred fanfa thais neuer read, 
To himfclft he Hues, and to all cliftemes dead. 
This age think* better of a gilded foatt, 
Then of a thradbart Saint in wifedomis fchoolt. 
Our poet may here arlude to a paffagc in the Book of EccIeG- 
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aftes, ix. 14, sqq. "The poor man's wifdom is defpifed, and 
his words are not heard." 

Page 96. 
thou wilt repent 
That for the love ofdrojft thou hal defpifed 
Wifedomes divine embrace. 
It is evident that many of the fentiments in this fcene were 
drawn by our poet from the choice made by Solomon in the be- 
ginning of his reign, of wifdom, in preference to riches, or 
honour, or power over his enemies, or length of life, as recorded 
in the First Book of Kings : and it mould be remembered to their 
honour that many noble images and illuftrations were derived 
from the fame divine fource by the dramatic poets of that 
age. 

Page 96. 

Gold is thtflrength, thefinnewes of the world. 
"No wonder," fays Campbell, who quotes this Scene in his 
Specimens, " poor Dekker could rife a degree above the level of 
his ordinary genius in defcribing the blemngs of Fortunatus's in- 
exhauftible purfe : he had probable felt but too keenly the force 
of what he expreffes in the mifanthropy of Ampedo, 

" I'm not enamour'd of this painted idol," &c. 

Page 97. 

yet Ifeele nothing here to make mee rich, 
here's nofweete Mu/icke with her finer found. 
"Mufic with her diver found" is a quotation from a poem by 
Richard Edwards, in The Paradife of Dainty Devices, 1576, 1597. 
The ftanza containing thefe words is alfo quoted in Romeo and 
Juliet, towards the end of the fourth act. A fimilar expreffion 
" Muficke with her filuer tongue" occurs again in the Comedy of 
Old Fortunatus. Dekker feems indeed to have had a fpecial 
fondness for this phrafe, for we read alfo in Satiro-maflix. 
" Muficke talke lowder, that thy filver voice," &c. 

Page 124. 

Whether it were lead or lattin that hafpt downe thofe winking 
eafements. 

The word fatten, which occurs in act 1. of The Merry Wives of 
Windfor has been differently explained by the commentators. 
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Theobald fuppofes ii to have been the old orichalc ; Malone 
il was made of copper and calimini, and Steevens, who qv 
ihc [i llTiyti in the text, seems inclined to think it tin. 
fays in 1 ke Frankeleines Tale: 

" And this was, as the bookes me remember. 

The colde frofty felon of December. 

Phebus wnxe old and hewed like lalon. 

That in his hole declination 

Shone as the burned gold with ftrcmes bright : 

But now in Capricorne aduun he light, 

When as he flam fid pale, I dare wel fain." 

Page 125. 

■what fhall vie learnt by trauaiU 
Andel. Falhians. 
SHAD. Thus a basflly difea/e. 
"Infefled with the ffcfliions" is one of the diforders of Petm- 
ehio's horfe, as defer ibed by Bioudello in acfl 3. of Taming of the 
Shrew. " It is fo called in the Weil of England," fays Grey, 
"but by the bed writers >mi farriery, fun-ens at farcy. 
among other inllances of its ufe by the old writers, adduces the 
paJTage in the text. 

Page 125. 

when my furfourfliip ends, He refigne, aitdcapyou. 

Cap you, from the context, mult mean, take from you the 

In the Knight 0/ the Burning Peflte, the haft threatens t 

Ralph, uidefs his reckoning be immediately paid, which 

fented by the lionell Citizen as an unpardonable indignity. 

Page 129. 

Deformitie, 

Thy fairenes is not like to Agripyna, 

Far (dead) her beautie will no tieaiitie haue. 

But thy face Itvkes nwfi lonely in the graue. 

In the original the won! in pareuthefis is mifprinted dread. 

For the very obvious t:un-eiftion made in the (est I have the high 

authority of Charles Lamb, who fays of the fcene which thefe 

lines clofe : — " The humour of a frantic lover is here done to 

the life. Orleans is as paflionate an inamorato as any which 

Shakefpeare ever drew. lie is juft fuch another adept in love's 

realons. He talks ' pure Uiron and Romeo,' he is almoft as 
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poetical as they, quite as philofophical, only a little madder." 
Specimens (1808) p. 62-63. 

Page 133. 

Withftftie bard Horfes prawncing at his heeles. 
J' Bard," i.e. barbed or adorned with trappings. So in Hey- 
wood's Foure Prentices of London : 

* Shall our bar*d horfes climb yon mountain tops," &c 

Page 136. 
la pauyne Hifpanola. 
The pa van, whieh is here fpoken of, is faid in the Alchemijl of 
Ben Jonfon, to be a Spanifh dance. It is alio mentioned in the 
laft fcene of Twelfth Night. It feems to have been a majeftic 
and (lately dance, and is particularly defcribed by Sir John Haw- 
kins in a note on Twelfth Night, 

Page 147. 
But I in wilderneffe tottred out my youth. 
" Wildnefs n is probably the correct reading. 

Page 151. 
The path that leades to Vertues court is narrow, 
Thornie and vp a hill, a bitter iorney, 
But being gon through, you find all heatC nly fweetes, 
The entrance is all fiintie, but at th*end, 
To towers of pearle and chriftaU you afcend. 
One is irrefiilibly reminded in reading thefe fine lines of a 
fimilar paffage in Tennyfon's .Ode on the Death of the Duke of 
Wellington. 

Page 155. 

Vfhil/i thou art commenfing thy knauerie there, He proceede Doc- 
tor Dodipoll here. 

A comedy called "The Wifdom of Dr. Dodipoll," was 
printed in 1600: it is to this that Dekker alludes, as alfo in 
Satiro-mafiix, p. 262, " Wut fweare by Parnafius and lye too, 
Do&or Doddipol?" 

Page 159. 

to marke how like tree bul-beggara deyjland. 

Bull-beggar and bull-bear were words of the fame meaning as 

the modern bug-bear. Gable Harvey in his Four Letters and 

certain Sonnets, ufes both. " He was proved a filly bull-bear ; a 

very puff of wind ; a thing of nothing." " Some odd wits for 
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kill-c. 

Page i6o. 

/:■:.'. i .■'..■ '.'.-..:■;,■ ■, ■■': '.■ //. . 
This ftage-direfUon is evidently an error. For Galloway w 
ihould doubtlefs read Montrofe and Longavile. 

Jifaj/Jlil/ la fortie two, and one ycert 

So the original ; but there is very little doubt we fiiould n 

" add." As Elizabeth fucceeded to the Crown only in November, 

1558, n.nd the prefent play was printed in 1600, it feems Certain 

that ihe could not have reigned more than forty-two years. 

Satiro-mastu 
This play is an anfwer to lien Jonfon's Peitaller, which I 
been brought out at the Blackfriars by the children of the Que 
chapel in the previous year. Marfton and Dekker had, it feenis, 
perfifted fur IV'ine years in ridiculing Jonfon on the ftage, till he 
found it necelfary to diaw up the Poetafler, in which, together 
with the untrulTing, the whipping, and the flinging, he anticipated 
and anfwered many of the accufations fubfequenlly brought 
againft him in the Satiro-nm/lix. As Marfton and Dekker had 
headed the cabal againft him, he introduced them under the 
refpeftive names of Crifpinus and Demetrius ; Marfton is very 
diftintflly marked: Dekker might, perhaps, have "fat ftill 
unquestioned" — at leaft with pofterity — had not the juftice of 
the falire filled him with va^e, ami induced him to appropriate 
the character of Demetrius to hiniTelf in an angry recrimination. 
He was (apparently to his own fat is fact ion) put forward by the 
reft as their defender. Jonfon muft have been aware of this, for 
he makes one or the players fay of Dekker, "his doublet's a 
little decayed, otherwife he is a very fimple honeft fellow, fir, 
one Demetrius, a dreffer of plays about the town here ; we have 
hired him toabufe Horace, and bring him in in a play." 

Dekker, being both a rapid and a popular writer, the 
choice of a champion was not injudicious. The Safiro-majlix 
was produced in 1602. Jonfon had played with his fubjccl; ; but 
Dekker writes in downright paffion, and foams through 
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the characters of his predeceflbr, turns them the featny fide without, 
•and produces a coarfe and ill-wrought caricature. Tucca who, 
in Jonfon's hands, is amufing with all his infolence and rapacity, 
degenerates with Dekker into a mere candidate for Tyburn. 
Nor is this the word. In transferring the fcene from the court 
of Auguftus to England, Dekker has the inconceivable folly to 
fix on William Rums, a rude and ignorant foldier, whom he 
ridiculoufly terms " learning's true Maecenas, poefy's king," for 
the champion of literature, when his brother, Henry I., who 
afpired to the reputation of a fcholar, would have entered into 
his plot with equal facility. — Gifford, Memoir of Ben Jon/on, 

" William Rufus, ' learning's true Maecenas, poefy's king,' it 
may be prefumed, was the ignorant William Shakefpeare, 
" (killed in the hawking and hunting languages ;" fo that Dekko's 
felection appears to have been peculiarly appropriate. The wits 
of Elizabeth were not afleep. 

In this comedy Shakefpeare is King William, and Lyly is Sir 
Vaughan ap Rees ; the remark of Tucca, " be not fo tart 
my precious Metheglin," identifies Lyly with Amorphus, re- 
minding us of the Metheglin and Pythagorical breeches in 
Cynthia 1 s Revels, which, I hold, are fatirical allufions to the 
tranfmigrations through Sir Hugh Evans and Captain Fluellen ; 
whilft in the remark, "you nafty Tortois, you and your itchy 
poetry break out like Chriftmas, but once a year," we have 
probably the germ of Caliban." 

Shakespeare and Jonson. Dramatic verfus Wit-Combats. 
Auxiliary Forces : Beaumont and Fletcher, Marfton, Dekker, 
Chapman, and Webfter. Lond. : J. Ruffell Smith, 1864, 

p. 52. 

Page 179. 

Nonpotes in Nugas dicer e plura meas, 

Ipfe ego quam dixi. — Qui fie mirantur, in illos 

Virus habe : Nos kcec nouimus ejfe nihil. 

This is from Martial. Epig. lib. XIII. 2, In Detraclorem. 

Page 181. 
Monftrum horrendum, informe : Ingens cui lumen adcmptum. 
Virgil, Aen. Ill, 658. 

Page 183. 
Populus mefibilat, at mihi plaudo. 
Horace, Satir. lib. I. 1. 66. 



Satiro-mastix. 
Page 184. 
To this play the author prefixed a lift of Errata (which have, 
of courfe, been corrected in the prefent edition), with the follow- 
ing addrefs, Ad Laftorem : " In fteed of the Trumpets founding 
thrice, before the Play begin : it ftiall not be amifle (for him that 
will read) firfl to beholdc this Ihort Comedy of Errors, and 
where the greatetl enter, la give than in ftead of a hilTe, a gentle 
correction." 

PAGB 212. 
thefe true hdrcs vf Ala. Jujlia Shallow. 
The two plays of Shakefpeare, in which the character 
alluded to, appears — i. e,, the Second Part of K. Henry IV, 
The Merry Wives of Windfor — were brought out in 1600—1602. 
The allufion in the text fecins to prove that the famous juftice had 
already become a houfehold word. 

Page 214. 

One luord Sir Quintilian in hugger mugger. 
In hugger-mugger — i. e., in private, fecretly. The phrafe 
curs in Hamlet, AA iv. Sc 5. 

"we have done but greenly 
In hugger-mugger Winter him." 
Page 216. 
Mijlris Miniuer caps. 
This exprefiion, which recurs frequently in the Satiro- 
is ufed by Simon Eyre as a term of reproach in The Si 
Holiday {fide anlea, p. 72) : "Vanifh mother Mincuer-Cap, 
and goe." 

Page 218. 

Mother Mumbleirujl. 
This name, which is applied by Eyre to " " 
maker* Holiday, is given in Ralph Roifter Dci/ler to one of the 
principal characters : it is alfo ufed in the Plea/ant Comedy of 
Patient Grifell, 1603. 

Th'all a breath as fiaeet as the Rofe, that groiws by the I 
The promixity of the Hope, while yet a besT-gwdsa to 
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Rofe, may be gathered from the above paflage. The at- 
mofphere at the Rofe was, it would feem, impregnated with the 
effluvia from the Hope.— Collier. 

Page 229. 
Tuc Thou haft been at Parris Garden haft not ? 
Hor. Yes, Captaine, I ha plaide Zulziman there. 
Paris Garden was at an early date employed as a theatre for 
dramatic reprefentations, and it feems to have been of an hexa- 
gonal fhape. Zulziman was a character in fome play which has 
not furvived. 

Page 229. 

My name's Hamlet reuenge. 

This is the fecond allufion in Satiro-maftix to the writings of 

Shakefpeare. The earlieft known edition of Hamlet bears date 

1603 ; but it feems to have been acted fome time before it 

found its way into print. 

Page 231. 
He tagge my Codpeece point with thy legs. 
This expreflion occurs alfo in The Shomakers Holiday (fupra, 
p. 68) : " My Codpeece-point is ready to flye in peeces euery 
time I thinke vpon miflris Rofe." 

Page 251. 
Smiles on my cheekes arife, 
To fee howfweetly a true virgin dyes. 
" The beauty and force of this fcene," fays Charles Lamb," 
"are much diminifhed to the reader of the entire play, when he 
comes to find that this folemn preparation is but a fham con- 
trivance of the father's, and the potion which Cceleflina fwallows 
nothing more than a deeping draught, from the effects of which 
fhe is to awake in due time, to the furprife of her huf band, and 
the great mirth and edification of the king and his courtiers. As 
Hamlet fays, they do but * poifon in jeft/ The fentiments are 
worthy of a real martyrdom, and an Appian facrifice in earneft." 
But as Terrill and his bride both believed the facrifice to be 
real, we cannot concur in thefe ftrictures of the gentle Elia. 

Page 257. 
Saue thee, my moH gracious King a Harts faue thee, all hats and 
caps are thine, and therefore I vaile : for but to thee great Sultane 
Soliman, &c. 
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Compare the final feenes of The Shomaiers Holiday, where 
Simon Eyre talks in mild] the fame way to the King. " Sim 
Eyre knowes how to fpeake to a Pope, !o Sultan Seiymtht, to 
Tambciaim, and he were here." Both Eyre and Tucca a(k of 
Iheir -Sovereign the boon of his prefence to grace a banquet. 
The difference is thai the banhennit of the former is genuine and 
natural, and that of the latter affumed and artificial. 

Page 265. 
Sfitsgm. 

In the Epilogue to Dekker's Satsro-ma/lir, Tucca addrelles 
the audience generally as "two fenny tenants," having pre- 
vioufly laid them, "111 fee you all here for your two-pence a. 
piece again, before I'll b'fe your company," as if ihe price had 
been, for fame reafon, temporarily lowered to that mte. This 
play was performed before 1602, by the I.ord Chamberlain's 
tenants and by the Children of St. Pauls. In the body of it, 
Tucca fpeaks degrading!}- of " penny- bench theatres," where 
" a gentleman or an honcft citizen " might fit " with his fquirrel 
by his fide cracking nuts :" which agrees with a paffage in his 
Gull's Hom-Dook, 1609, where he remarks, "your groundling 
and gallery commoner buys his fport for a penny," as iT the 
admifiion to the yard, where people flood, and to the gallery, 
where they fat, were the fame. 

Pack 267. 
The Magnijkcnt Entertainment, &c. 

With this is ufually found at the end : B, Jon : [Ben Jonfon] 
his Part of King fames his Royall and Magnificent Enlertauu- 
mint through his Honorable Ciltie of London, Thurfed/iy the 15 
of March 1603. So much as was prefented in the firft and lafl 
at 'their Triumphal! Arch's. Printed at London by V. S.fer 
Edward Blount, 1604. 

Of Dekker's portion another edition exifls, "Edinburgh, 
Printed by Thomas Finlafon and are to be fauld at Niddrks 
wyiide heide. Anno Dotn. 1604. with Licence," 
Page 274. 
Where the neat Stittnt each Morne k, 
And glides & 
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Fanfhawe's Lranllation of the Lufiad : 
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•' Whofe repercuffive lyre (hall have the fate 
To be renowned more than fortunate." 

Dekker ufes the word again in his Pageant of Troia Nova 
Triumphant (voL III., p. 243). 

Page 282. 
Gracious-ftreet. 
Seealfo The Shomakers Holiday, p. 69 : "the great new hall 
In Gracious flreete corner." The prefent name, Gracechurch- 
ftreet, is but little more correct than the corrupted appellation of 
Dekker's time. St. Bennet Grafs-church, at the fouth-weft 
corner of Fenchurch-flreet, was fo called from its vicinity to the 
Grafs-market, formerly held clofe by. The cuftoms or duties of 
this market, in the reign of Edward III., are printed in S tow's 
Survey, ed. 1603, p. 214. 

Page 29a 

Alter Iefiades, alter Amoniades. 
Jefiades, i.e., Solomon, the grandfon of Jefle. It is almoft 
needlefs to obferve how much the King admired this agnomen, 
or how often it was attributed to him. In the Preface to his 
Works, by Bifhop Montacute, we read "God hath given us a 
Solomon, and God above all things gave Solomon wifdom," &c 
Amoniades probably fignifies Apollo, the fon ' of Jupiter 
(Ammon). 

Page 293. 
The Mart, where as well the Froe, as the Burger, are buying 

and/elling, 
Froe is the Dutch word for a woman. It is ufed by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher in Wit at Seven Weapons, Act. V. 
" Buxom as Bacchus' froes, revelling, dancing, 
Telling the mufick's numbers with their feet." 

Page 294. 

Sermo ad Regem, 

Gifford is at a lofs to know where Dekker got thefe Latin 

verfes — "perhaps," he fays, " from his own ftores ; for he had a 

fmattering of Latin, which he is fomewhat too fond of fhowing." 



ADDITIONAL NOTES. 

Page 181. 

Horace haTd his Poet afters to the Bam. 
Alluding to the trial of the Foetafters, which takes place 
before Auguftus and his poetical jury of Virgil, Ovid, Tibullos, 
etc, in Ben Jonfon's play. 

lb. 
Horace made himfelfe believe, that his Bnrgonian wit might 
de/peratdy ekatUnge all commers. 

Dekker alludes here to the baftaid of Burgundy, who confidered 
himfelf nnmatchable, till he was overthrown in Smithfield by 
Woodville Earl Rivers. 



ERRATA. 

Page Limb 

329 30 Jvr probable, rrad probably. 

339 6 for bonhonuic, read bonhomie 
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